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NOTE. 

When Shelley sent Peacock his translation of the manu- 
script detailing the Cenci story, he said that his tragedy 
was to be published with a print from Guido's portrait 
of Beatrice. As far as I am aware, this has not until 
now been done. My friend Mr. TrV. B. Scott, sympatliizing 
iu my desire to put Shelley's wish iuto effect, even at 
this late hour, kindly undertook to etch a plate ; and 
the residt ia the frontispiece of the present volume. 
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[ne Cenei. h^aa at Rome on the Iltli of May, 1619, was Gnufaed ftt TDk 
Vaboraao, bslf way betveeD Legboro and Mont« Kero, about the middle of 
Augnat, aod printed at Lf ghuni in the tame jenr, though not published in Eug' 
land till the ipring of 1920. Tbia Hrat edition, usually deacribed aa sn octant 
Tolume, ia in fact a quarto, bqiig [linteil on amatf abeets of paprr foldfd ii 
four. It coDnista of title-page, Bqdication [>p. Ill to V. I'reface pp. VI [ toXIT, 
fly-title witli dramala ptnotut OD back, and pp. J to 104 of t«it. Theie imo 
printer'a naaoe on it. The secoad edition ia so octavo, — irith title. 2 pagosl 
dedication, 11 pagee of pnfact, fly-title nith dramalit prrtoinF, and teit pp. 
3 to 103. The title-page ha« an imprint at back, " Loudon : Printed bj C 8. 
Reynell, Broad Street, OoldcD Square," which ia repeated at tbe end of tk 
book, 'nie tiUe-pagea of both editioua arc reproduced opposite. Thia 'a thi 
one woA of Shelley a whereof two editioua were publixhed during hia lift- 
time ; and there in perhaps Brmer ground here for u teit than in any otbct «f 
hia works. The Gret edition luu a few errors of the press inddeulAl to 
Italian conifuiaiton' ignorance of Euglisb ; but there wua probably much 
deriation from tbe MS. here than in the workii printed in Engtaud. beo 
the eompoMt'iin would not know how to deviate ; and Shelley's correspoodeoiz 
ahewi that he beatowed great care on the work. The second edition a bi 
Itm nuptct than moit of the books printed io England iu Sbelley'ii alee 
probably because it was printed froia a slightly revised copy of the first edition, 
in which cafe there would not be tbe many queationnble places that a US- fn- 
aenta for a printer to exercise his ingenuity on. Still there are very nunug 
minute variations, in apelLiog and punctuation; and 1 suspect comp^rativdj 
few of these were Shelley's own alterations. 1 have collated the two editiooa, 
following, IB a rule, the first, na by far tbe most characteristic, but adopting, 
without apecifi cation, a few freeh pointings and spellings from the sea 
where tfaej nre decided improvements and commend themttelves as autfaei 
Tariations of pointing affecting tbe sense arc noted, as are also the ve 
Taciations between the two editions i and even the second, inferior aa on tlu 
whole itseeriiH to loe. baa as much claim to be considered authentic as any of 
tbe other books printed in England while Shelley was in Italy. The name 
the apeakera, in both first and necond editions, atand abbreriated at tbt 
commencdDent of the first line of each speech : as a matter of conveutence 
penpicuity, I have followed Urs. Shelley in giving the name* in full and 
placing them over the centre of each speech. I am not aware that the US. of 
n« Ct»ei ia extant— B.B.F.] 
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DEDICATION.* 



TO 



LEIGH HUNT, Esq. 



MY DEAR FRIEND, 



I inscribe with your name, from a distant country, and 
after an absence whose months have seemed years, this 
the latest of my literary efiforts. 

Those writings which I have hitherto published, have 



' In a letter to Leigh Hant, dated 
" Livorno, Sept. 3, 1819," forming No. 
XVII of the "Letters from Italy" 
published by Mrs. Shelley, the poet 
says, ** I have .written something and 
finished it, different from anything 
elM, and a new attempt for me ; and I 
mean to dedicate it to you. I should 
not have done so without your appro- 
bation, but I asked your picture last 
night, and it smiled assent. If I did 
not think it in some degree worthy of 
you, I would not make you a public 
offering of it. I expect to have to 
write to you soon about it. If Oilier 
is not turned Christian, Jew, or be- 
come infected with the Murra irif he will 
publish it. Don't let hira be fright- 
ened, for it is nothing which, by any 
oourtesy of language, can be termed 
either moral or immoral.*' The use of 
Mr. Murray's name, to compound a 



punning title for that disease of timo- 
rousness so prevalent among the res- 
pectable booksellers of Shelley's day, 
is curious enough. In a letter to 
Hunt, dated "Pisa, August 26th, 
1821," No. LVIII of the " Letters 
from Italy," there is a reference to 
Byron's having been loud "in censure 
of The Cenci" — presumably from an 
artistic point of view, as Shelley adds, 
" Certainly if Marino Faliero is a 
Drama, The Cenci ia not — but that 
between ourselves." What Shelley 
thought of the value of his tragedy as 
such may be judged from the words, 
in an earlier letter to Hunt, — " totally 
different from anything you might 
conjecture that I should write ; of a 
more popular kind ; and if anything 
of mine could deserve attention, of 
higher claims." 



8 DEDICATION. 

been little else than visions which impersonate my own 
apprehensions of the beautiful and the ju3t. I can also 
perceive in them the literary defects incidental to youth 
and impatience ; they are dreams of what ought to be, or 
may be. The drama which I now present to you is a 
sad reality. I lay aside tlie presumptuous attitude of an 
instructor, and am content to paint, witli such colours m 
my own heart furnishes, that which has been. 

Had I known a person more highly endowed than your- 
self with all tliat it becomes a man to possess, I had 
solicited for this work the ornament of liis name. One 
more gentle, honourable, innocent and brave ; one of more 
exalted toleration for all who do and think evil, and yet 
himself more free from evil ; one who knows better how 
to receive, and liow to confer a benefit though he must 
ever confer far more than he can receive ; one of simpler, 
and, in the highest sense of the word, of purer . life and ' 
manners I never knew : and I had already been fortunate 
in friendships when your name was added to the list. 

In that patient and irreconcilable enmity with domestic 
and political tyranny and imposture which the tenor of 
your life has illustrated, and which, had I health and 
talents, should illustrate mine, let us, comforting each other 
in our task, live and die. 

All happiness attend you ! 

Your affectionate friend, 

PERCY B. SHELLEY. 

ROMK, 

Mat 29, 1819. 



PREFACE. 

[by 8HKLLKT.] 

A Manuscript was communicated to me during my 
travels in Italy, which was copied* from the archives of 
the Cenci Palace at Rome, and contains a detailed account 
of the horrors which ended in the extinction of one of the 
noblest and richest families of that city during the Ponti- 
ficate of Clement VIII, in the year 1599. The story is, 
that an old man having spent his life in debauchery and 
wickedness, conceived at length an implacable hatred 
towards his children; which shewed itseK towards one 
daughter under the form of an incestuous passion, aggra- 
vat«d by every circumstance of cruelty and violence. This 
daughter, after long and vain attempts to escape from what 
she considered a perpetual contamination both of body 
and mind, at length plotted with her mother-in-law^ and 
brother to murder their common tyrant. The young 
maiden who was urged to this tremendous deed by an 
impulse which overpowered its horror, was evidently a 
most gentle and amiable being, a creature formed to adorn 
and be admired, and thus violently thwarted from her 
nature by the necessity of circumstance* and opinion. The 

1 The use of the term motha^in-law * the step-mother of Cenci's chfldren. 

in ite popular but whoUy incorrect * In Mrs. SheUey's and Mr. Rossetti^s 

sense of atep-^nother is curious in so editions, circunuiances. In both Shel- 

careful a work as The Cenei, In the ley*s editions the word is singular, not 

list of dramoHi penance and else- plural, and I have no doubt it was 

where, Lucretia is duly described as meant to be singular. 
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deed was quickly discovered, and, in spite of the most 
earnest prayers made to the Pope by the highest* persons 
in Eome, the criminals were put to death. The old man 
had during his life repeatedly bought his pardon from the 
Pope for capital crimes of the most enormous and unspeak- 
able kind, at the price of a hundred thousand crowns ; the 
death therefore of his victims can scarcely be accounted 
for by the love of justice. The Pope, among other motives 
for severity, probably felt that whoever killed the Count 
Cenci deprived his treasury of a certain and copious source 
of revenue.^ Such a story, if told so as to present to the 
reader all the feelings of those who once acted it, their 
hopes and fears, their confidences and misgivings, their 
various interests, passions and opinions, acting upon and 
with each other, yet all conspiring to one tremendous end, 
would be as a light to make apparent some of the most 
dark and secret caverns of the human heart. 

On my arrival at Rome I found that the story of the 
Cenci was a subject not to be mentioned in Italian society 
without awakening a deep and breathless interest ; and that 
the feelings of the company never failed to incline to a 
romantic pity for the wrongs, and a passionate exculpation 
of the horrible deed to which they urged her, who has been 
mingled two centuries with the common dust. All ranks of 
people knew the outlines of this liistory, and participated in 
the overwhelming interest which it seems to have the magic 



^ The Papal QoyenimeDt formerly took the most extraordinary precautiona 
against the publicity of facts which offer so tragical a demonstration of its own 
wickedness and weakness ; so that the communication of the MS. had become, 
until yery lately, a matter of some difficulty. — [Shelley's note, a part of the 
text in the first edition, but removed to the foot of the page in the second 
edition.] 
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of exciting in the human heart I had a copy of Guido's 
picture of Beatrice which is preserved in the Colonna Palace, 
and my servant instantly recognized it as the portrait of La 

This national and universal interest which the story produces 
and has produced for two centuries and among all ranks of 
people in a great City, where the imagination is kept for 
ever active and awake, first suggested to me the conception 
of its fitness for a dramatic purpose. In fact it is a tr^edy 
which has already received from its capacity of awakening 
and sustaining the sympathy of men, approbation and success. 
Nothing remained as I imagined, but to clothe it to the 
apprehensions of my countrymen in such language and action 
as would bring it home to their hearts. The deepest and 
the sublimest tragic compositions. King Lear and the two 
plays in which the tale of (Edipus^ is told, were stories 
which already existed in tradition, as matters of popular 
belief and interest, before Shakspeare and Sophocles made 
them familiar to the sympathy of all succeeding generations 
of mankind. 

This story of the Cenci is indeed eminently fearful and 
monstrous : any thing like a dry exhibition of it on the 
stage would be insupportable. The person who would treat 
such a subject must increase the ideal, and diminish the 
actual horror of the events, so that the pleasure which arises 
from the poetry which exists in these tempestuous sufferings 
and crimes may mitigate the pain of the contemplation of 
the moral deformity from which they spring. There must 
also be nothing attempted to make the exhibition subservient 

^ In both Shelley's editions, ^fidipu$. 
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to what ifl vulgarly termed a moral purpose. The highest 
moral purpose aimed at in the highest species of the drama, 
IB the teaching^ the human heart, through its sympathies 
and antipathies, the knowledge of itself; in proportion to 
the possession of which knowledge, every hiiman being is 
wise, just, sincere, tolerant and kind. K dogmas can do 
more, it is well: but a drama is no fit place for the 
enforcement of them. Undoubtedly, no person can be truly 
dishonoured by the act of another ; and the fit return to 
make to the most enormous injuries is kindness and for- 
bearance, and a resolution to convert the injurer from his 
dark passions by peace and love. Revenge, retaliation, 
atonement, are pernicious mistakes. If Beatrice had thought 
in this manner she would have been wiser and better ; but 
she would never have been a tragic character: the few 
whom such an exhibition would have interested, could never 
have been sufficiently interested for a dramatic purpose, 
from the want of finding sympathy in their interest among 
the mass who surround them. It is in the restless and 
anatomizing casuistry with which men seek the justification 
of Beatrice, yet feel that she has done what needs justifi- 
cation; it is in the superstitious horror with which they 
contemplate alike her wrongs and their revenge ; that the 
dramatic character of what she did and suifered, consists. 

I have endeavoured as nearly as possible to represent the 
characters as they probably were, and have sought to avoid 
the error of making them actuated by my own conceptions 
of right or wrong, false or true : thus under a thin veil 
converting names and actions of the sixteenth century into 

^ So in both SheUey's editions ; but teaching, and is foUowed by Mr. 
Mrs. Shelley inserts the word of after Rossetti. 
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cold impersonations of my own mind. They are represented 
as Catholics, and as Catholics deeply tinged with religion. 
To a Protestant apprehension there will appear something 
unnatural in the earnest and perpetual sentiment of the 
relations between God and men which pervade the tragedy 
of the CencL It will especially be startled at the com- 
bination of an undoubting persuasion of the truth of the 
popular religion with a cool and determined perseverance in 
enormous guilt But religion in Italy is not, as in Protestant 
countries, a cloak to be worn on particular days ; or a 
passport which those who do not wish to be railed at carry 
with them to exhibit; or a gloomy passion for penetrating 
the impenetrable mysteries of our being, which terrifies its 
possessor at the darkness of the abyss to the brink of which 
it has conducted hiuL Eeligion coexists, as it were, in the 
mind of an Italian Catholic, with a faith in that of which 
all men have the most certain knowledge. It is interwoven 
with the whole fabric \ of life. It is adoration, faith, sub- 
mission, penitence, blind admiration ; not a rule for moral 
conduct It has no necessary connexion with any one virtue. 
The most atrociolis villain may be rigidly devout, and 
without any shock to established faith, confess himself to 
be so. Religion pervades intensely the whole frame of 
society, and is according to the temper of the mind which 
it inhabits, a passion, a persuasion, an excuse, a refuge ; 
never a check. Cenci himself built a chapel in the court 
of his Palace, and dedicated it to St. Thomas the Apostle, 
and established masses for the peace of liis soul. Tims in 
the first scene of the fourth act Lucretia's design in exposing 
herself to the consequences of an expostulation with Cenci 
after having administered the opiate, was to induce liim by 
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a feigned tale to confess himself before death ; this being 
esteemed by Catholics as essential to salvation ; and she 
only relinquishes her purpose when she perceives that her 
perseverance would expose Beatrice to new outrages. 

I have avoided with great care in writing this play 
the introduction of what is commonly called mere poetiy, 
and I imagine there will scarcely be found a detached 
simile or a single isolated description, unless Beatrice's 
description of the chasm appointed for her father's murder 
should be judged to be of that nature.^ 

In a dramatic composition the imagery and the passion 
should interpenetrate one another, the former being reserved 
simply for the full development and illustration of the 
latter. Imagination is as the immortal God which should 
assume flesh for the redemption of mortal passion. It is 
thus that the most remote and the most familiar imagery 
may alike be fit for dramatic purposes when employed in 
the illustration of strong feeling, which raises what is low, 
and levels to the apprehension that which is lofty, casting 
over all the shadow of its own greatness. In other respects 
I have written more carelessly; that is, without an over- 
fastidious and learned choice of words. In this respect I 
entirely agree with those modem critics who assert that in 
order to move men to true sympathy we must use the 
familiar language of men,^ and that our great ancestors 
the antient English poets are the writers, a study of whom 
might incite us to do that for our own age which they 
have done for theirs. But it must be the real language of 

' An idea in this speech was suggested by a most sublime passage in ** EI 
Purgatorio de San Patricio " of Calderon ; the only plagiarism which I hare 
intentionaUy committed in the whole piece. — [Shelley's Note]. 

' There is a full-i«top at men in Shelley's and Mrs. Shelley's editions. 
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men in general and not that of any particular class to 
whose society the writer happens to belong. So much for 
what I have attempted ; I need not be assured that success 
is a very different matter; particularly for one whose at- 
tention has but newly been awakened to the study of 
dramatic literature.^ 

I endeavoured whilst at Eome to observe such monu- 
ments of this story as might be accessible to a stranger. 
The portrait of Beatrice at the Colonna* Palace is most* 
admirable as a work of art : it was taken by Guido during 
her confinement in prison. But it is most interesting as a 
just representation of one of the loveliest specimens of the 
workmanship of Nature. There is a fixed and pale com- 
posure upon the features : she seems sad and stricken down 
in spirit, yet the despair thus expressed is lightened by the 
patience of gentleness. Her head is bound with folds of 
white drapery from which the yellow strings of her golden 
hair escape, and fall about her neck. The moulding of her 
face is exquisitely delicate; the eyebrows are distinct and 
arched : the lips have that permanent meaning of imagina- 
tion and sensibility which suffering has not repressed and 
which it seems as if death scarcely could extinguish. Her 



> Mr. Qarnett (Rdia of Shelley, p. 
81) gives the following wa" & note on 
the original MS. of the preface " to 
TJte Cenci : " That &mouB passage in 
that pathetic sonnet in which, ad- 
dressing a dear friend, he [Shake- 
speare] complains of his own situation 
as an actor, and says that his nature 
is (I quote from memory) 

'Sabdaed 
To what it works in, like the dyer's hand.' 

Observe these images, how simple they 

are, and yet animated with what 



intense poetry and passion." I pre- 
sume this note to have been originally 
meant to form some part of the pas- 
sage in the text on style in dramatic 
composition. 

* Mr. Rossetti notes that it is now 
at the Barberini Palace. 

* The word most is omitted in the 
second edition, but restored by Mrs. 
Shelley, — I think rightly, though it is 
possible that Shelley struck it out on 
account of its recurrence immediately 
afterwards, in mott interesting. 
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forehead is large and clear; her eyes which we are told 
were remarkable for. their vivacity, are swollen with weep- 
ing and lustreless, but beautifully tender and serene. In 
the whole mien there is a simplicity and dignity which 
united with her exquisite loveliness and deep sorrow are 
inexpressibly pathetic. Beatrice Cenci appears to have been 
one of those rare persons in whom energy and gentleness 
dwell together without destroying one another: her nature 
was simple and profound. The crimes - and miseries in 
which she was an actor and a sufferer are as the mask and 
the mantle in wliich circumstances clothed her for her im- 
personation on the scene of the world. 

The Cenci Palace is of great extent; and though in 
part modernized, there yet remains a vast and gloomy 
pile of feudal architecture in the same state as during 
the dreadful scenes which are the subject of this tragedy. 
The Palace is situated in an obscure comer of Bome, near 
the quarter of the Jews, and from the upper windows you 
see the immense ruins of Mount Palatine haK hidden under 
their profuse overgrowth of trees. There is a court in one 
part of the Palace (perhaps that in which Cenci built the 
Chapel to St. Thomas), supported by granite columns and 
adorned with antique friezes of fine workmanship, and 
built up, according to the antient Italian fashion, with 
balcony over balcony of open-work. One of the gates of 
the Palace formed of immense stones and leading through 

• 

a passage, dark and lofty and opening into gloomy subter- 
ranean chambers, struck me particidarly. ^> 

Of the Castle of Petrella,^ I could obtain no further infor- 
mation than that which is to be found in the manuscript 

1 Mr. RoBseUi says, " This castle is Papal States.'* TheMS. was not printed 
near Aquila, close to the frontier of the with The Cenci, as Shelley intended. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 
CousT Fbakcesco Cexci. 

GlACOMO, 1 

[ his Sons. 
Berxaedo, ) 

Cardinal Camillo. 

OhSISO, a Prelate. 

Savella, the Pope's Legate. 

Olimpio, 1 

> Assassins. 
Marzio, ) 

AsDEEA, Servant to Cenci. 

Nohles — Judges — Guards — Sen'ants. 

LUCEETIA, Wife of Cenci, and Step-mother of his chfldTen. 
Beatrice, his Daughter. 



The Scene lies principally in Borne, but changes daring the 
fourth Act to Pettella, a castle among the Apuliin 
Apennines. 

Time. During the Pontificate of Clement VIII. 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I. 

An Apartment in the Cenci Palace. Enter COUNT CENCI, 

AND CARDINAL CAMILLO. 

Camillo. 

That matter of the murder is hushed up 

If you consent to yield his Holiness 

Your fief that lies beyond the Pincian gate. — 

It needed all my interest in the conclave 

To bend liim to this point: he said that you s 

Bought perilous impunity with your gold; 

That crimes like yours if once or twice compounded 

Enriched the Church, and respited from hell 

An erring soul which might repent and live: — 

But that the glory and the interest lo 

Of the high throne he fills, little consist 

With making it a daily mart of guilt 

So^ manifold and hideous as the deeds 

Which you scarce liide from men's revolted eyes. 

^ As ia Bubetituied for So in the Mr. Rossetti's editions, So is restored, 
second edition. In Mrs. Shelley's and 
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[actl 



Cenci. 

The third of my possessions — ^let it go ! u 

Aye, I once heard the nephew of the Pope 

Had sent his architect to view the ground, 

Meaning to build a villa on my vines 

The next time I compounded with his uncle: 

I little thought he should outwit me so! » 

Henceforth no witness — not the lamp — shall see 

That which the vassal threatened to divulge 

Whose throat is choked with dust for his reward. 

The deed he saw could not have rated higher 

Than^ his most worthless life : — it angers me ! s 

Respited me* from Hell! — So may the Devil 

Respite their souls from Heaven. No doubt Pope Clement, 

And liis most charitable nephews, pray 

Tliat the Apostle Peter and the saints 

Will grant for their sake that I long enjoy se 

Strength, wealth, and pride, and lust, and length of dap 

Wherein to act the deeds which are the stewards 

Of their revenue. — But much yet remains 

To which they shew no title. 

Camillo. 

Oh, Count Cenci ! 
So much that thou mightst^ honourably live s 



^ Tftat is the word here in both 
Shelley's editions : in all others known 
to me we read Than ; and it seems 
probable that this was a correction of 
Shelleys, given by Mrs. Shelley. 
Supposing That to be right, we have 
the very doubtful sense, — "the deed 
could not have increased the value of 
that most worthless life of his " ; 
but reading Than, we get " the deed 
could not have been of higher value 
than his life," — meaning, of course, 
that Cenci would not have had to 
pay more than his " fief beyond the 
Pincian," if he had let the vassal 



divulge the crime, instead of mmder- 
ing him. 

* The word me is omitted from the 
first edition, and all others, I bdietc, 
excpet the second and Mr. Bossettf a, 
which are certainly right. 

' Mr. Rossetti prints fou might far 
thou mighUtf on the ground thit 
Shelley has no rule as to ^pdiidi form 
he adopts, — and that in the present 
speech we have thou &c. four times and 
you &c. fourteen. It should be home 
in mind that for a poet there are rake 
of sound quite as important as mlsi 
of 'grammar ; and only by a Isigt 
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And reconcile thyself with thine own heart 

And with thy God, and with the offended world. 

How hideously look deeds of lust and blood 

Tliro' those snow white and venerable hairs ! — 

Your children should be sitting round you now, 4o 

But that you fear to read upon their looks 

The shame and misery you have written there. 

Where is your wife ? Where is your gentle daughter ? 

Methinks her sweet looks, which make aU things else 

Beauteous and glad, might kill the fiend within you. 45 

Wliy is she barred from all society 

But her own strange and uncomplaining wrongs ? 

Talk with me, Coimt, — ^you know I mean you weU. 

I stood beside your dark and fiery youth 

Watching its bold and bad career, as men m 

Watch meteors, but it vanished not — I marked 

Your desperate and remorseless manhood; now 

Do I behold you in dishonoured age 

Charged with a thousand unrepented crimes. 

Yet I have ever hoped you would amend, 55 

And in that hope have saved your life three times. 

Cenci. 

For which Aldobrandino owes you now 

My fief beyond the Pincian. — Cardinal, 

One thing, I pray you,' recoUect henceforth, 

And 80 we shall converse with less restraint. ao 

A man you knew spoke of my wife and daughter — 

He was accustomed to frequent my house; 

So the next day his wife and daughter came 

And asked if I had seen him ; and I smiled : 

I tliink they never saw him any more. cs 



concession can an editor claim the right in The Cenci, Perhaps it will suffice 
to "reform" a text as Mr. Rossetti to record this view once for all without 
does in this and other similar instances referring to the other instances. 
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Camillo. 
Thou execrable man, beware 1 — 

Cenci. 

Of thee ? 
Nay this is idle : — ^We should know each other. 
As to my character for what men call crime 
Seeing I please my senses as I list, 
And vindicate that right wdth force or guile, to 

It is a public matter, and I care not 
If I discuss it with you. I may speak 
Alike to you and my own conscious heart — 
For you give out that you have half reformed me, 
Therefore strong vanity will keep you silent tj 

If fear should not ; both will, I do not doubt. 
All men delight in sensual luxury, 
All men enjoy revenge ; and most exult 
Over the tortures they can never feel — 
Flattering their secret peace with others'^ pain. so 

But I delight in nothing else. I love 
The sight of agony, and the sense of joy. 
When this shall be another's, and that mine. 
And I have no remorse and little fear. 
Which are, I think, the checks of other men. as 

This mood has grown upon me, imtil now 
Any design my captious fancy makes 
The picture of its wish, and it forms none 
But such as men like you would start to know, 
Is as my natural food and rest debarred w 

Until it be accomplished. 

Camillo. 

Art thou not 
Most miserable ? 

^ So in the eecond edition : in the fintt^ other's. 
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Cenci. 

Why, miserable ? — 
No. — I am what your theologians caU 
Hardened; — which they must be in impudence, 
So to revile a man's peculiar taste. »5 

True, I was happier than I -am, while yet 
Manhood remained to act the thing I thought ; 
While lust was sweeter than revenge; and now 
Invention palls : — ^Aye, we must all grow old — 
But that there yet remains a deed to act^ loo 

Whose horror might make sharp an appetite 
Didler than mine — I*d do, — I know not what. 
When I was young I thought of nothing else 
But pleasure ; and I fed on honey sweets : 
Men, by St. Thomas ! cannot live like bees, 105 

And I grew tired : — yet, till I killed a foe. 
And heard his groans, and heard his children's groans. 
Knew I not what delight was else on earth. 
Which now delights me little. I the rather 
Look on such pangs as terror ill conceals, 110 

The dry fixed eyeball; the pale quivering lip. 
Which tell me that the spirit weeps within 
Tears bitterer than the bloody sweat of Christ. 
I rarely kill the body, which preserves, 
like a strong prison, the soul witliin my power, iis 

Wherein I feed it with the breath of fear 
For hourly pain. 

Camillo. 
Hell's most abandoned fiend 



' In the second edition this line first edition, as I have done above ; 

reads thus — but it may be that the word and 

■ , ,_. ^, ^ ., ^ - was inserted by Shelley : it certainly 

And bat that there yet remains &a . ., "^ xi. u r xv 

unprovee the sense, though, for the 

with a redundant syllable This read- sake of the rhythm, I should suppose 

ing is not followed by Mrs. Shelley or he would have accompanied its in- 

Mr. Roesetti, who both adhere to the sertion with the omission of that or ifet 
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Did never, in the drunkenness of guilt, 

Speak to his heart as now you speak to me; 

I thank my Grod that I believe you not. i» 

Enter Andrea. 

Andrea. 

My Lord, a gentleman from Salamanca 
Would speak with you. 

Oenci. 

Bid him attend me in the grand saloon. 

{Exit Andrea) 

Camillo. 

Farewell; and I will pray 

Almighty God that thy false, impious words 125 

Tempt not his spirit to abandon thee. 

{Eodt Camillo.) 

Cencl 

The third of my possessions I I must use 

Close husbandry, or gold, the old man's sword. 

Falls from my withered hand. But yesterday 

There came an order from the Pope to make i» 

Fourfold provision for my cursM sons; 

Whom I have^ sent from Eome to Salamanca, 

Hoping some accident might cut them off; 

And meaning if I could to starve them there. 

I pray thee, God, send some quick death upon them! 13$ 

Bernardo and my wife could not be worse 

If dead and damned : — then, as to Beatrice — 

{looking around him suspiciously) 

^ This word is Aatv in the first edi- in the second edition, ~ a 
tion, and in those of Mrs. Shelley and worthy of consideration. 
Mr. Roesetti ; but had is substituted 
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I think they cannot hear me at that door; 

What if they should? And yet I need not speak 

Though the heart triumphs with itself in words. 140 

0, thou most silent air, that shalt^ not hear 

What now I think! Thou, pavement, which I tread 

Towards her chamber, — ^let your echoes talk 

Of my imperious step scorning surprise, 

But not of my intent . — ^Andrea ! 

ErUer Andrea. 

Andrea. 

My lord ? 145 

Cenci. 

Bid Beatrice attend me in her chamber 
This evening: — no, at midnight and alone. 

{ExmrU) 



SCENE 11. 
A Garden op the CENa Palace. Enter BEATRICE and ORSINO, 

AS IN CONVERSATION. 

Beatrice. 

Pervert not truth, 
Orsino. You remember where we held 
That conversation; — nay, we see the spot 
Even from this cypress ; — two long years are past 
Since, on an April midnight, underneath 6 

The moonlight ruins of mount Palatine, 
I did confess to you my secret mind. 

^ Shall in the first edition ; thaU in the second. 
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Orbino. 
You said you loved me then. 

Beatrice. 

You are a Priest, 
Speak to me not of love. 

Orsino. 

I may obtain 
The dispensation of the Pope to marry. h 

Because I am a Priest do you believe 
Your image, as the hunter some struck deer. 
Follows me not whether I wake or sleep ? 

Beatrice. 
As I have said, speak to me not of love ; 
Had you a dispensation I have not ; u 

Nor will I leave this home of misery 
Whilst my poor Bernard, and that gentle lady 
To whom 1 owe life, and these \irtuou3 thoughts. 
Must suffer wliat I still have strength to share. 
Alas, Orsino ! All the love that once » 

I felt for you, is turned to bitter pain. 
Our's was a youthful contract, which you first 
Broke, by assuming vows no Pope will loose. 
And yet' I love you still, but liolily, 
Even as a sister or a spirit might ; s 

And so I swear a cold fidelity. 
And it is well perhaps we sliall not marry. 
You have a sly, et^uivocating vein 
That suits me not. — Ah, wretched that I am ! 
Where shall I turn ? Even now you look on me » 

'IiiUiefirrteditionwah«vejH*/io« by Mrs. Shelley, but dropped by Mr. 
5ml ttUl, but in the wcood Uiu / lore KfuaeUi, I think rightly, in &toat 
you ilill, — a reading which ia adopted of the original reading. 
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As you were not my friend, and as if you 
Discovered that I thought so, with false smiles 
Making my true suspicion seem your wrong. 
Ah ! No, forgive me ; sorrow makes me seem 
Sterner than else my nature might have been; 35 

I have a weight of melancholy thoughts, 
And they forbode, — ^but what can they forbode 
Worse than I now endure? 

Orsino. 

All will be welL 
Is the petition yet prepared ? You know 
My zeal for all you wish, sweet Beatrice; 40 

Doubt not but I will use my utmost skill 
So that the Pope attend to your complaint. 

Beatrice. 

Your zeal for all I wish ; — Ah me, you are cold ! 
Your utmost skill . . . speak but one word . . . 

(aside) Alas! 
Weak and deserted creature that I am, 45 

Here I stand bickering with my only friend ! 

{To Orsino) 
This night my father gives a sumptuous feast, 
Orsino ; he has heard some happy news 
From Salamanca, from my brothers there. 
And with tliis outward shew of love he mocks so 

His inward hate. 'Tis bold hypocrisy. 
For he would gladlier celebrate their deaths, 
WTiich I have heard him pray for on his knees : 
Great God ! that such a father should be mine ! 
But there is mighty, preparation made, w 

And all our kin, the Cenci, will be there. 
And all the chief nobility of liome. 
And he has bidden me and my pale Mother 
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Attire ourselves in festival array. 

Poor lady! She expects some happy change m 

In his dark spirit from this act; I none. 

At supper I will give you the petition: 

Till when — farewelL 

Orsino. 

FarewelL 

{Exit Beatrice.) 

I know the Pope 

WiU ne'er absolve me from my priestly vow 

But by absolving me from the revenue ^ 

Of many a wealthy see ; and, Beatrice, 

I think to win thee at an easier rate. 

Nor shall he read her eloquent petition : 

He might bestow her on some poor relation 

Of his sixth cousin, as he did her sister, 70 

And I should be debarred from all access. 

Then as to what she suffers from her father. 

In all tliis there is much exaggeration : — 

Old men are testy and wiU have their way ; 

A man may stab his enemy, or his vassal,^ 75 

And live a free life as to wine or women. 

And with a peevish temper may return 

To a dull home, and rate his wife and children; 

Daughters and wives call this foul tyranny. 

I shall be well content if on my conscience so 

There rest no heavier sin than what they suffer 

From the devices of my love — A net 

From wliich she shall escape not. Yet I fear 

Her subtle mind, her awe-inspiring gaze, 

Whose beams anatomize me nerve by nerve si 

^ In the first edition we read <//i re, — correction of Shelley's, — dare being 

in the second, which is followed by wrongly used ^ath regard to the state 

Mrs. SheUev and Mr. Rossetti, vasdol. of society depicted. 
I should think this was certainly a 
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And lay me bare, and make me blush to see 

My hidden thoughts. — ^Ah, no ! A friendless girl 

"Who clings to me, as to her only hope : — 

T were a fool, not less than if a panther 

Were panic-stricken by the antelope's eye, w 

If she escape me. 

{ExU) 



SCENE III. 

A MAONIFICENT HaLL IN THE CeNCI PaLACB. A BaKQUET. EnTER 

CENCI, LUCRETIA, BEATRICE, ORSINO, CAMILLO, NOBLES. 

Cenci. 

Welcome, my friends and kinsmen ; welcome ye, 

l^rinces and Cardinals, pillars of the church. 

Whose presence honours our festivity. 

I have too long lived like an anchorite. 

And in my absence fix)m your merry meetings s 

An evil word is gone abroad of me; 

But I do hope that you, my noble friends. 

When you have shared the entertainment here. 

And heard the pious cause for which 'tis given. 

And we have pledged a health or two together, lo 

Will think me flesh and blood as well as you; 

Sinful indeed, for Adam made all so. 

But tender-hearted, meek and pitiful. 

First Guest. 

In truth, my Lord, you seem too light of heart, 

Too sprightly and companionable a man, is 

To act the deeds that rumour pins on you. 
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{To his companion) 

I never saw such blithe and open cheer 
In any eye ! 

Second Guest. 

Some most desired event, 
In which we all demand a conunon joy, 
Has brought us hither; let us hear it. Count. » 

Cexci. 

It is indeed a most desired event. 

If when a parent from a parent's heart 

lifts from this earth to the great father of all 

A prayer, both when he lays him down to sleep. 

And when he rises up from dreaming it; » 

One supplication, one desire, one hope. 

That he would grant a wish for his two sons, 

Even all that he demands in their regard — 

And suddenly beyond his dearest hope. 

It is accomplished, he should then rejoice, » 

And call his friends and kinsmen to a feast, 

And task their love to grace his merriment, 

Then honour me thus far — for I am he. 

Beatrice {to Lucretia). 

Great God ! How horrible ! Some dreadful ill 
Must have befallen my brothers. 

Lucretu. 

Fear not. Child, xs 
He speaks too frankly. 

Beatrice. 

Ah ! My blood runs cold. 
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I fear that wicked laughter round his eye, 
Which wrinkles up the skin even to the hair. 

Cenci. 

Here are the letters brought from Salamanca; 

Beatrice, read them to your mother. God! 4o 

I thank thee ! In one night didst thou perform, 

By ways inscrutable, the thing I sought. 

My disobedient and rebellious sons 

Are dead! — ^Why dead! — ^What means this change of cheer? 

You hear me not, I tell you they are dead; 45 

And they will need no food or raiment more : 

Tlie tapers that did light them the dark way 

Are their last cost. The Pope, I think, will not 

Expect I should maintain them in their coffins. 

Eejoice with me — my heart is wondrous glad. so 

Beatrick 

{Lucretia sinks, Juilf fainting ; Beatrice supports her.) 

It is not true ! — ^Dear lady, pray look up. 
* Had it been true, there is a Grod in Heaven, 
He would not live to boast of such a boon. 
Unnatural man, thou knowest that it is false. 

Cenci. 

Aye, as the word of God ; whom here I call m 

To witness that I speak the sober truth; — 

And whose most favouring Providence was shewn 

Even in the manner of their deaths. For Eocco 

Was kneeling at the mass, with sixteen others, 

Wlien the church fell and crushed him to a mummy, « 

The rest escaped unhurt. Cristofano 

Was stabbed in error by a jealous man, 

Whilst she he loved was sleeping with his rival; 
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All in the self-same hour of the same night ; 

Which shews that Heaven has special care of ma • 

I beg those friends who love me, that they mark 

The day a feast upon their calendars. 

It was the twenty-seventh of December : 

Aye, read the letters if you doubt my oath. 

{The assembly appears confused; several of the guests rist) 

First Guest. 
Oh, horrible ! I ^dll depart. — 

Second Guest. 

And I.— 

Third Guest. 

No, stay! to 

I do believe it is some jest ; tho' faith ! 
'Tis mocking us somewhat too solemnly. 
I think his son has married the Infanta, 
Or found a mine of gold in El dorado ; 
'Tis but to season some such news ; stay, stay ! » 

I see 'tis only raillery by his smile. 

Cenci. 

{filling a bowl of wine, and lifting it up) 

Oh, thou bright wine whose purple splendour leaps 

And bubbles gaUy in this golden bowl 

Under the lamp-light, as my spirits do. 

To hear the deatli of my accursed sons ! » 

Could I believe tliou wert their mingled blood. 

Then would I taste thee like a sacrament. 

And pledge with thee the mighty Devil in HeU, 

Who, if a father's curses, as men say. 

Climb with swift wings after their children's souls, » 
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And drag them from the very throne of Heaven, 
Now triumphs in my triumph 1^— But thou art 
Superfluous ; I have drunken deep of joy, 
And I will taste no other wine to-night. 
Here, Andrea ! Bear the bowl around. 

A. Guest {rising). 

Thou wretch ! 90 
Will none among tliis noble company 
Check the abandoned villain ? 

Camillo. 

For God's sake 
Let me dismiss the guests ! You are insane, 
Some ill will come of this. 

Second Guest. 

Seize, silence him! 



First Guest. 



I will ! 



TniRD Guest. 



And I! 



Cenci. 

(Addressing those who ^^nse with a threatcniifig gesttcre) 

Who moves ? Who speaks ? 

(Turning to tlie Company) 

'tis notliing, 
Enjoy yourselves. — Beware!^ For my revenge oe 

Is as the sealed commission of a kinu 



^ Although there is no stage direc- derstand some such words as (ugain 
tion to indicate a second change of addrcMin'j those who had risen. 
attitude here, we are obviously to un- 

VOL. II. D 



34 THE CESCI. (actl 

That kills, aUd none dare name the murderer. 
{The Banquet is brvkenup; several of the Guests are departijiff.) 
Beathice. 
I do entreat you, go not, nohle guests ; 
What, althougli tyranny and impious hate i« 

Stand sheltered hy a father's hoary liair ! 
What, if 'tis he who clotlied us in these limbs 
Who tortures them, and triumphs ? Wliat, if we. 
The desolate and the dead, were his own flesh. 
His children and his wife, whom he is bound lu 

To love and shelter? Shall we therefore find 
No refuge in this merciless wide world ? 
Oh, think what deep wrongs must have blotted out 
First love, theu reverence in a child's prone mind. 
Till it thus vanquisli shame and fear ! 0, tliink ! ut 

I have borne much, and kissed the sacred hand 
Wliich crushed us to the earth, and thought its stroke 
Was perhaps some paternal chastisement ! 
Have excused much, doubted; and when no doubt 
Kemained, have sought by patience, love and tears us 
To soften him, and when this could not he 
I have knelt down through the long sleepless niglits 
And lifted up to God, the father of all, 
Passionate prayers: and when these were not heanl 
I have still borne, — until I meet you here, i» 

Princes and kinsmen, at tliis liideous feast 
Given at my brothers' deaths. Two yet remain. 
His wife remains and I, whom if ye save not, 
Ye may soon share sucli merriment again 
As fathers make over "their children's graves. i» 

Oh ! Prince Colonna, tliou art out near kinsman. 
Cardinal, tliou art the Pope's chamberlain, 
Caraillo, thou art chief justiciarj', 
Take ua awav ! 
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Cenci. 

{He has been conversing with Camilla during the first part 
of Beatrice's speech; he hears the conclusion, and now 
advances) 

I hope my good friends here 
Will think of their own daughters — or periiaps uo 

Of their own throats — ^before they lend an ear 
To this wild girl. 

Beatrice. 

{Not noticing tlie words of Cenci) 

Dare not^ one look on me ? 
None answer? Can one tyrant overbear 
The sense of many best and wisest men ? 
Or is it that I sue not in some form 135 

Of scrupulous law, that ye deny my suit ? 
Oh, God ! That I were buried with my brothers ! 
And that the flowers of this departed spring 
Were fading on my grave ! And that my father 
Were celebrating now one feast for all ! 140 

Camilix). 

A bitter wish for one so young and gentle ; 
Can we do nothing ? 

COLONNA. 

Nothing that I see. 
Count Cenci were a dangerous enemy : 
Yet I would second any one. 

A Cardin.vl. 

And I. 



^ So in the first edition; but in the reverts to the original reading, which 

second dart no one, — a reading fol- is, I think, more like Shelley. 
lowed by Mrs. Shelley. Mr. Rossetti 

D 2 
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Cenci. 
Retire to yoiir chamber, insolent girl ! 14s 

Beatrice. 

Eetire thou impious man ! Aye hide thyself 

Where never eye can look upon thee more ! 

"Wouldst thou have honour and obedience 

Who art a torturer ? Father, never dream 

Though thou mayst overbear this company, is* 

But ill must come of ill. — ^Frown not on me ! 

Haste, hide thyself, lest with avenging looks 

My brothers' ghosts shoidd hunt thee from thy seat! 

Cover thy face from every living eye. 

And start if thou but hear a human step: 155 

Seek out some dark and silent comer, there. 

Bow thy wliite head before offended God, 

And we will kneel around, and fervently 

Pray that he pity both ourselves and thee. 

Cenci. 

My friends, I do lament tliis insane girl w 

Has spoilt the mirth of our festivity. 

Good night, farewell ; I will not make you longer 

Spectators of our dull domestic quarrels. 

Another time. — 

(Exeunt all hut Cenci and Beatrice.) 

My brain is swimming round ; 
Give me a bowl of wine ! 

(To Beatri^^e) Thou painted viper ! i«5 

Beast that thou art ! Fair and yet terrible ! 
I know a charm shall make thee meek and tame, 
Kow get tliee from my sight ! 

(Exit Beatrice.) 



SC£NE III.J 
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Here, Andrea, 
Fill up this goblet with Greek wine. I said 
I would not drink this evening ; but I must ; 170 

For, strange to say, I feel my spirits fail 
With thinking what I have decreed to do. — 

(Drinking the wine) 
Be thou the resolution of quick youth 
Within my veins, and manhood's purpose stem, 
And age*s firm, cold, subtle villainy; 175 

As if thou wert indeed my children's blood 
Wliich I did thirst to drink! The charm works well; 
It must be done ; it shall be done, I swear ! 

{Eant.) 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 



ACT IT. 



SCENE I. 

An Apabtment in the Cenci Palace. Enteb LUCRETIA ash 

BERNARDO. 

LUCRETIA. 

Weep not, my gentle boy; lie struck but me 

Wlio have borne deeper wrongs. In truth, if he 

Had killed me, he had done a kinder deed, 

O, God Almighty, do thou look upon us. 

We have no other friend but only thee! 5 

Yet weep not; though I love you as my own, 

I am not your true mother. 

Bernardo. 

Oh more, more. 
Than ever mother was to any child. 
That have you been to me ! Had he not been 
My father, do you tliink that I should weep ? 10 

LUCRETIA. 

Alas ! Poor boy, what else couldst thou have done ? 

Unicr Beatrice. 

Beatrice (In a hurried voice). 

Did he pass this way ? Have you seen him, brother ? 
Ah ! No, that is his step upon the stairs ; 
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'Tis nearer now; his hand is on the door; 

Mother, if I to tliee have ever been is 

A duteous child, now save me! Thou, great God, 

Whose image upon earth a father is, 

Dost thou indeed abandon me ? He comes ; 

The door is opening now; I see his face; 

He frowns on others, but he smiles on me, 20 

Even as he did after the feast last night. 

Enter a ServaTit. 

Almighty God, how merciful thou art I 

Tis but Orsino's servant. — Well, what news ? 

Servant. 

My master bids me say, the Holy Father 

Has sent back your petition thus unopened. 25 

{Giving a paper) 
And he demands at what hour 'twere secure 
To visit you again ? 

LUCRETU. 

At the Ave Mary. 

{Exit Servant.) 
So, daughter, our last hope has failed ; Ah me ! 
How pale you look ; you tremble, and you stand 
Wrapped in some fixed and fearful meditation, so 

As if one thought were over strong for you : 
Your eyes have a chill glare ; 0, dearest child ! 
Are you gone mad ? If not, pray speak to me. 

Beatrice. 
You see I am not mad; I speak to you. 

LUCRETIA. 

You talked of something that your father did s5 
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After that dreadful feast? Could it be worse 

Than when he smiled, and cried, My sons are dead! 

And every one looked in his neighbour's face 

To see if others were as white as he ? 

At the first word he spoke I felt the blood # 

Eush to my heart, and fell into a trance; 

And when it past I sat all weak and wild ; 

Wliilst you alone stood up, and with strong words 

Checked his unnatural pride; and I could see 

The devil was rebuked that lives in him. c 

Until this hour thus you have ever stood 

Between us and your father's moody wrath 

Like a protecting presence : your firm mind 

Has been our only refuge and defence : 

What can have thus subdued it ? What can now so 

Have given you that cold melancholy look. 

Succeeding to your imaccustomed fear ? 

Beatrice. 

What is it that you say ? I was just thinking 

'Twere better not to struggle any more. 

Men, like my father, have been dark and bloody, is 

Yet never — 0! Before worse comes of it 

'Twere wise to die : it ends in that at last. 

LUCRETIA. 

Oh, talk not so, dear child ! Tell me at once 

What did your father do or say to you ? 

He stayed not after that accurst feast oo 

One moment in your chamber. — Speak to me. 

Bernardo. 
Oh, sister, sister, prithee, speak to us ! 
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Beatrice. 

{Speaking very slowly with a forced calmness) 

It was one word, Mother, one little word; 
One look, one smile, (wildly) 

Oh ! He has trampled me 
Under his feet, and made the blood stream down es 

My paUid cheeks. And he has given ns all 
Ditch water, and the fever-stricken flesh 
Of buflfaloes, and bade us eat or starve. 
And we have eaten. — He has made me look 
On my beloved Bernardo, when the rust 70 

Of heavy chains has gangrened liis sweet limbs. 
And I have never yet despaired — ^but now ! 
What would I say ? 

(recovering hei*self,) 

Ah! No, 'tis nothing new. 
The suflFerings we all share have made me wild : 
He only struck and cursed me as he passed; 75 

He said, he looked, he did; — ^nothing at all 
Beyond his wont, yet it disordered me. 
Alas ! I am forgetful of my duty, 
I should preserve my senses for your sake. 

LUCRETIA. 

Nay, Beatrice; have courage my sweet girl. so 

If any one despairs it should be I 

Who loved him once, and now must live with him 

Till God in pity call for him or me. 

For you may, like your sister, find some husband, 

And smile, years hence, with children round your knees; 85 

Whilst I, then dead, and all this hideous coil 

Shall be remembered only as a dream. 
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Beatrice. 

Talk not to me, dear lady, of a husband. 

Did you not nurse me when my mother died ? 

Did you not shield me and that dearest boy ? m 

And had we any other friend but you 

In infancy, with gentle words and looks. 

To win our fatlier not to murder us ? 

And shall I now desert you ? May the ghost 

Of my dead Mother plead against my soul » 

If I abandon her who filled the place 

She left, with more, even, than a mother's love ! 

Bernardo. 

And I am of my sister's mind. Indeed 

I would not leave you in this wretchedness, 

Even though the Pope should make me free to live i« 

In some blithe place, like others of my age, 

With sports, and delicate food, and the fresh air. 

Oh, never tliink that I will leave you. Mother! 

LUCRETIA. 

My dear, dear children ! 

Enter Cenci, suddenly, 

Cenci. 

What, Beatrice here ! 
Come hither ! 

{sh^ sJiririks hack^ and covers her face) 

Nay, hide not your face, 'tis fair; i« 

Look up ! Wliy, yesternight you dared to look 
With disobedient insolence upon me. 
Bending a stern and an inquiring brow 
On what I meant; wliilst I then sought to hide 
That which I came to tell you — ^but in vain. u« 
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f 

Beatrice. 
(Wildly, Btaggennig towards the door) 
Oh, that the earth would gape! Hide me, oh God! 

Cenci. 

Then it was I whose inarticulate words 

Fell from my lips, and^ who with tottering steps 

Hed from your presence, as you now from mine. 

Stay, I command you — from this day and hour iis 

Never again, I think, with fearless eye, 

And brow superior, and imaltered cheek. 

And that lip made for tenderness or scorn, 

Shalt thou strike dumb the meanest of mankind ; 

Me least of alL Now get thee to thy chamber I 120 

Thou too, loathed image of thy cursed mother, 

{to Bernardo) 

Tliy milky, meek face makes me sick with hate! 

{£7,€unt Beatrice and Bernardo.) 

(Asid^.) So much has past between us as must make 

Me bold, her fearfuL — 'Tis an awful thing 

To touch such mischief as I now conceive : 125 

So men sit shivering on the dewy bank. 

And try the chill stream with their feet ; once in . . . 

How the delighted spirit pants for joy ! 

LUCRETIA. 

(Advancing timidly towards him) 

Oh, husband! Pray forgive poor Beatrice, 
She meant not any ill. 

* The word and is in both Shelley's of his Eamys and Studies. Mrs. Shel- 

editions, not absent from the second ley drops the word out ; and Mr. 

as would be inferred from Mr. Swin- Rossetti restores it. 
bume*8 note on the passage at p. 202 
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Cenci. 

Nor you perhaps ? ui 

Nor that young imp, whom you have taught by lote 
Parricide with his alpliabet ? Nor Giacomo ? 
Nor those two most unnatural sons, who stirred 
Enmity up against me with the Pope ? 
Wliom in one night merciful God cut off: us 

Innocent lambs ! They thought not any ill. 
You were not here conspiring ? You said nothing 
Of how I might be dungeoned as a madman ; 
Or be condemned to death for some offence. 
And you would be the witnesses? — ^This failing, w 

How just it were to hire assassins, or 
Put sudden poison in my evening drink ? 
Or smother me when overcome by wine ? 
Seeing we had no other judge but God, 
And he had sentenced me, and there were none 145 

But you to be the executioners 
Of his decree enregistered in heaven ? 
Oh, no 1 You said not this ? 

LUCRETIA. 

So help me God, 
I never thought the things you charge me with ! 

Cexci. 

If you dare speak that wicked lie again u« 

I'll kill you. What! It was not by your counsel 
That Beatrice disturbed the feast last night ? " 
You did not hope to stk some enemies 
Against me, and escape, and laugh to scorn 
What every nerve of you now trembles at ? i« 

You judged that men were bolder than they are ; 
Few dare to stand between their grave and me. 
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LUCRETIA. 

Look not so dreadfully ! By my salvation 

I knew not aught that Beatrice designed ; 

Nor do I think she designed any thing leo 

Until she heard you talk of her dead brothers. 

Cenci. 

Blaspheming liar ! You are damned for this ! 

But I will take you where you may persuade 

The stones you tread on to deliver you: 

For men shall there be none but those who dare les 

All things — ^not question that wliich I command. 

On Wednesday next I shall set out: you know 

Tliat savage rock, the Castle of Petrella : 

*Tis safely walled, and moated round about : 

Its dungeons imderground, and its thick towers 170 

Never told tales ; though they have heard and seen 

Wliat might make dumb things speak. — ^Why do you linger? 

Make speediest preparation for the journey ! 

{Exit LUCRETU.) 
The all-beholding sun yet shines; I hear 
A busy stir of men about the streets ; 175 

I see the bright sky through the window panes : 
It is a garish, broad, and peering day; 
Loud, light, suspicious, full of eyes and ears. 
And every little comer, nook and hole 
Is penetrated with the insolent light. iso 

Come darkness ! Yet, what is the day to me ? 
And. wherefore should I wish for night, who do 
A deed which shall confound both night and day ? 
'Tis she shall grope through a bewildering mist 
Of horror : if there be a sun in heaven iss 

She shall not dare to look upon its beams ; 
Nor feel its warmth. Let her then wish for night; 
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Tlie act I think shall soon extinguish all 
For me : I bear a darker deadlier gloom 
Than the earth's shade, or interlunar air, m 

Or constellations quenched in murkiest cloud. 
In which I walk secure and unbeheld 
Towards my purpose. — ^Would that it were done! 

{Rdt.) 



SCENE 11. 
A Chamber in the Vatican. Enter CAMILLO akd GIACOMO, 

IN CONVERSATION. 

Camillo. 

There is an obsolete and doubtfid law 

By which you might obtain a bare provision 

Of food and clothing — 

> GlACOMO. 

Nothing more ? Alas ! • 
Bare must l)e the provision which strict law^ 
Awards, and ag^d, sullen avarice pays. 5 

Wliy did my father not apprentice me 
To some mechanic trade ? I should have then 
Been trained in no highborn necessities 
Wliich I could meet not by my daily toil 
The eldest son of a rich nobleman » 

Is heir to all his incapacities; 
He has wide wants, and narrow powers. If you. 
Cardinal Camillo, were reduced at once 
From thrice-driven beds of down, and delicate food. 
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An hundred servants, and six palaces, 15 

To that which nature doth indeed require ? — 

Camillo. 
Nay, there is reason in your plea ; 'twere hard. 

GlACOMO. 

Tis hard for a firm man to bear: but I 

Have a dear wife, a lady of high birth. 

Whose dowry in ill hour I lent my father 20 

Without a bond or witness to the deed: 

And children, who inherit her fine senses. 

The fairest creatures in this breathing world ; 

And she and they reproach me not. Cardinal, 

Do you not tliink the Pope would interpose 25 

And stretch authority beyond the law ? 

Camillo. 

Though your peculiar case is hard, I know 

The Pope will not divert the course of law. 

After that impious feast the other night 

I spoke with him, and urged him then to check so 

Your father's cruel hand ; he frowned and said, 

" Cliildren are disobedient, and they sting 

" Their fatliers'^ hearts to madness and despair. 

Requiting years of care with contumely. 

I pity the Count Cenci from my heart; 35 

" His outraged love perhaps awakened hate, 
" And thus he is exasperated to ill. 
"In the great war between the old and young 
" I, who have white hairs and a tottering body, 
" Will keep at least blameless neutrality." 40 

ETiter Orsino. 

You, my good Lord Orsino, heard those words. 

^ In both Shelley's editions, faiher'g. 
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Orsino. 
Wliat words ? 

GlACOMO. 

Alas, repeat them not again ! 
There then is no redress for me, at least 
None but that wliich I may achieve myself. 
Since I am driven to the brink — But, say, ^ 

My innocent sister and my only brother 
Are dying underneath my father's eye. 
The memorable torturers of tliis land, 
Galeaz Visconti, Borgia, Ezzelin, 

Never inflicted on the meanest slave 50 

AVliat these endure ; shall they have no protection ? 

Camillo. 

Why, if they would petition to the Pope 

I see not how he could refuse it — ^yet 

He holds it of most dangerous example 

In aught to weaken the paternal power, ss 

Being, as 'twere, the shadow of his own. 

I pray you now excuse me. I have business 

That will not bear delay. (Exit Camillo.) 

GlACOMO. 

But you, Orsino, 
Have the petition : wherefore not present it ? 

Orsino. 

I have presented it, and backed it with m 

My earnest prayers, and urgent interest ; 
It was returned unanswered. I doubt not 
But that the strange and execral3le deeds 
Alleged in it — in ttutlv U\ey lui^lit well baffle 
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Any belief — have turned the Pope's displeasure es 

Upon the accusers from the criminal : 

So I should guess from what Camillo said. 

GlACOMO. 

My friend, that palace-walking devil Grold 

Has whispered silence to his Holiness : 

And we are left, as scorpions ringed with fire.^ 70 

What should we do but strike ourselves to death? 

For he who is our murderous persecutor 

Is shielded by a father's holy name. 

Or I would — {stops abruptly) 

Orsino. 

What ? Fear not to speak your thought. 
Words are but holy as the deeds they cover: 75 

A priest who has forsworn the GU)d he serves; 
A judge who makes Truth* weep aj; his decree; 
A friend who should weave counsel, as I now, 
But as the mantle of some selfish guile; 
A father who is all a tyrant seems, so 

Were the profaner for his sacred name. 

GlACOMO. 

Ask me not what I think; the unwilling brain 
Feigns often what it would not; and we trust 
Imagination with such phantasies 

As the tongue dares not fashion into words, ss 

Wliich have no words, their horror makes them dim 



^ In SheUej's editions there is a Mr. Rossetti adopts this second read- 

comma after Jirt, Mrs. SheUey sub- ing. T^ruth is not spelt with a capi- 

stituies the full-stop. tal, as far as I know, in any edition 

' In the first edition, and in Mrs. earlier than Mr. Rossetti's ; but as 

Shelley's editions, this line reads the word is used personally, it doubt- 

A jiadge who makm tiu truth weep at his less should be so spelt in accordance 

decree ; with Shelley's evident though not in- 

but in the second edition the word yariable practice. 
the is dropped, — I think advisedly. 

VOL. II. K 
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To the mind's eye. — My heart denies itself 
To think what you demand. 

Orsino. 

But a friend's bosom 
Is as the inmost cave of our own mind 
Wliere we sit shut from the wide gaze of day, » 

And from the all-communicating air. 
You look what I suspected — 

GlACOMO. 

Spare me now ! 
I am as one lost in a midnight wood, 
^Vho dares not ask some harmless passenger 
Tlie path across the wilderness, lest he, % 

As my thoughts are, should be — a murderer. 
I know you are my friend, and all I dare 
Speak* to my soul that will I trust with thee. 
But now my heart is heavy, and would take 
Lone counsel from a night of sleepless care. • w 

Pardon me, that I say farewell — farewell ! 
I would that to my own suspected self 
I could address a word so full of peace. 

Orsino. 
Farewell! — Be your thoughts better or more bold. 

{Exit GlACOMO.) 

I had disposed the Cardinal Camillo i« 

To feed his hope with cold encouragement : 

It fortunately serves my close designs 

That 'tis a trick of this same family 

To analyse their own and other minds. 

Such self-anatomy shall teach the wiU nt 

Dangerous secrets : for it tempts our powers. 
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Knowing what must be thought, and may be done, 

Into the depth of darkest purposes : 

So Cenci fell into the pit; even I, 

Since Beatrice imveiled me to myself, iis 

And made me shrink from what I cannot shun, 

Shew a poor figure to my own esteem, 

To wliich I grow lialf reconciled. I'll do 

As little mischief as I can; that thought 

Shall fee the accuser conscience. 

{After a pause) 

Now what hann 120 

If Cenci should be murdered ? — ^Yet, if murdered, 

Wlierefore by me ? And what if I could take 

Tlie profit, yet omit the sin and peril 

In such an action ? Of aU earthly things 

I fear a man whose blows outspeed his words; 125 

And such is Cenci: and while Cenci lives 

His daughter's dowry were a secret grave 

If a priest wins her. — Oh, fair Beatrice ! 

Would that I loved thee not, or loving thee 

Could but despise danger and gold and all iso 

That frowns between my wish and its effect. 

Or smiles beyond it ! Tliere is no escape . . . 

Her bright form kneels beside me at the altar. 

And follows me to the resort of men, 

And fills my slumber with tumultuous dreams, 135 

So when I wake my blood seems liquid fire; 

And if I strike my damp and dizzy head 

My hot palm scorches it: her very name, 

But spoken by a stranger, makes my heart 

Sicken and pant; and thus unprofitably ho 

I clasp the phantom of imfelt delights 

Till weak imagination half possesses 

The self-created shadow. Yet much longer 

Will I not nurse this life of feverous liours : 
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From the unravelled hopes of Giacomo w 

I must work out my own dear purposes. 
I see, as from a tower, the end of all : 
Her father dead; her brother bound to me 
By a dark secret, surer than the grave ; 
Her mother scared and unexpostulating u* 

From the dread manner of her wish achieved : 
And she ! — Once more take courage my faint heart ; 
What dares a friendless maiden matched with thee ? 
I have such foresight as assures success : 
Some imbeheld divinity doth ever, iss 

When dread events are near, stir up men's minds 
To black suggestions; and he prospers best, 
Not who becomes the instrument of ill, 
. But who can flatter the dark spirit, that makes 
Its empire and its prey of other hearts mi 

Till it become his slave ... as I will do. 

(Exit.) 



END OF THE SECOND ACT. 



ACT III. 



SCENE I. 

An Apabtmsnt in thb Cenci Palace. LUCRETIA, to heb enteb 

BEATRICE. 



Beatrice. 
{S?ie entefs staggering^ and speaks wUdly) 

Eeach me that handkerchief! — My brain is hurt; 
My eyes are full of blood; just wipe them for me. . . 
I see but indistinctly. . . 

LUCRETU. 

My sweet child, 
You have no wound ; 'tis only a cold dew 
That starts from your dear brow. . . Alas ! Alas ! s 

Wliat has befallen ? 

Beatrice. 

How comes this hair undone ? 
Its wandering strings must be what blind me so, 
And yet I tied it fast. — 0, horrible ! 
Tlie pavement sinks under my feet ! Tlie walls 
Spin round! I see a woman weeping there, lo 

And standing calm and motionless, wliilst I 
Slide giddily as the world reels. . . . My God ! 
Tlie beautiful blue heaven is flecked with blood ! 
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The sunshine on the floor is black! The air 

Is changed to vapours such as the dead breathe u 

In chamel pits ! Pah ! I am choked ! There creeps 

A clinging, black, contaminating mist 

About me. . . 'tis substantial, heavy, thick, 

I cannot pluck it from me, for it glues 

My fingers and my limbs to one another, 9 

And eats into my sinews, and dissolves 

My flesh to a pollution, poisoning 

The subtle, pure, and inmost spirit of life ! 

My God ! I never knew what the mad felt 

Before ; for I am mad beyond all doubt ! s 

(more wildly) 
No, I am dead! Tliese putrefying limbs 

Shut round and sepulchre the panting soul 

Which would burst forth into the wandering air! 

(rt pause) 

"What hideous thought was that I had even now ? 

* 'Tis gone ; and yet its burthen remains here » 

0*er these dull eyes. . . upon this weary heart ! 

O, world ! 0, life ! 0, day ! 0, misery ! 

LUCRETIA. 

What ails thee, my poor child ? She answers not : 
Her spirit apprehends the sense of pain, 
But not its cause; suffering has dried away » 

Tlie source from which it sprung. . . 

Beatrice (Jranticly). 

Like Parricide. . . 
Miser}^ has kiUed its father : yet its father 
Never like mine. . . O, God ! WTiat thing am I ? 

LUCRETIA. 

My dearest cliild, what has your father done ? 



►CBifEi.l THE CENCI. 55 

Beatrice {dxmbtfvily), 

Wlio art thou, questioner? I have no father. 40 

(aside) 
She is the madhouse nurse who tends on me, 
It is a piteous ofl&ce. 

{To Zucretia, in a slaw, subdued voice) 

Do you know 
I thought I was that wretched Beatrice 
Men speak of, whom her father sometimoe hales 
From hall to hall by the entangled hair; 45 

At others, pens up naked in damp ceUs 
Where scaly reptiles crawl, and starves her there. 
Till she will eat strange flesh. This woful story 
So did I overact in my sick dreams, 
Tliat I imagined. . . no, it cannot be ! 50 

Horrible things have been in this wild world, 
Prodigious mixtures, and confusions strange 
Of good and ill ; and worse have been conceived 
Than ever there was found a heart to do. 
But never fancy imaged such a deed 55 

(patises, suddenly recollecting herself) 

Who art thou? Swear to me, ere I die 
With fearful expectation, that indeed 
Thou art not what thou seemest. . . Mother ! 

LUCRETIA. 

Oh! 
My sweet child, know you. . . 

Beatrice. 

Yet speak it not : 
For then if tliis be truth, that otlier too eo 

Must be a tnith, a firm enduring truth. 
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Linked with each lasting circumstance of life. 

Never to change, never to pass away. 

Why so it is. This is the Cenci Palace; 

Thou art Lucretia; I am Beatrice. « 

I have talked some wild words, but will no more. 

Mother, come near me : from this point of time, 

I am. . . 

Qier voice dies away faintly) 

Lucretia. 

Alas ! What has befallen thee, child ? 
What has thy father done ? 

Beatrice. 

Wliat have I done ? 
Am I not innocent ? Is it my crime 70 

That one with white hair, and imperious brow, 
Wlio tortured me from my forgotten years. 
As parents only dare, should call himself 
My father, yet should be ! — Oh, what am I ? 
What name, what place, what memory shall be mine ? rs 
What retrospects, outliving even despair ? 

Lucretia. 

He is a \iolent tyrant, surely, child : 

We know that death alone can make us free; 

His death or ours. But what can he have done 

Of deadlier outrage or worse injury ? » 

Tliou art unlike thyself; thine eyes shoot forth 

A wandering and strange spirit. Speak to me. 

Unlock those pallid hands whose fingers twine 

With one another. 

Beatrice. 
Tis the restless life 
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Tortured within them. If I try to speak ss 

I shall go mad. Aye, something must be done; 

What, yet I know not. . . something which shall make 

The thing that I have suffered but a shadow 

In the dread lightning which avenges it; 

Brief, rapid, irreversible, destroying 90 

The consequence of what it cannot cure. 

Some such thing is to be endured or done : 

Wlien I know what, I shall be stUl and calm. 

And never any thing will move me more. 

But now ! — Oh blood, which art my father's blood, 95 

Circling thro' these contaminated veins, 

If thou, poured forth on the polluted earth. 

Could wash away the crime, and punishment 

By which I suffer .... no, that cannot be ! 

Many might doubt there were a God above 100 

Who sees and permits evil, and so die : 

Tliat faith no agony shall obscure in me. 

LUCRETIA. 

It must indeed have been some bitter wrong; 
Yet what, I dare not guess. Oh, my lost child, 
ffide not in proud impenetrable grief los 

Thy sufferings from my fear, 

Beatrice. 

I hide them not. 
What are the words which you would have me speak ? 
I, who can feign no image in my mind 
Of that which has transformed me : I, whose thought 
Is like a ghost shrouded and folded up 110 

In its own fonnless horror : of all words, 
Tliat minister to mortal intercourse, 
Which wouldst thou hear? For there is none to tell 
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My misery : if another ever knew 

Auglit like to it, she died as I will die, m 

And left it, as I must, without a name. 

Death 1 Death ! Our law and our religion call thee 

A punislmient and a reward . . . Oh, which 

Have I desen^ed ? 

LUCRETIA. 

Tlie peace of innocence ; 
Till in your season you be called to heaven. la 

Whate'er you may have suffered, you have done 
No evil Death must be the punishment 
Of crime, or the reward of trampling down 
The thorns which God has strewed upon the path 
Wliich leads to immortality. 

BE.VTRICE. 

Aye, death. . . lis 

The punishment of crime. I pray thee, God, 
Let me not be bewildered wliile I judge. 
If I must live day after day, and keep 
These limbs, the unworthy temple of thy spirit^ 
As a foul den from which what thou abhorrest i» 

May mock thee, unavenged. . . it shall not be ! 
Self-murder. . . no, that might be no escape. 
For thy decree yawns like a Hell between 
Our will and it : — ! In this mortal world 
There is no vindication and no law us 

Whicli can adjudge and execute the doom 
Of tliat through wliich I suffer. 

£7iter Orsino. 

{She approaches him solemnly,) Welcome, Friend I 
I have to tell you that, since last we met, 
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I have endured a wrong so great and strange, . 

That neither life nor^ death can give me rest. i4o 

Ask me not what it is, for there are deeds 

Which have no form, sufferings which have no tongue. 

Orsino. 
And what is he who has thus injured you ? 

Beatrice. 
Tlie man they call my father: a dread name. 



Orsino. 



It cannot be. . . 



Beatrice. 

What it can be, or not, 145 

Forbear to think. It is, and it has been; 
Advise me how it shall not be again. 
I thought to die; but a religious awe 
Eestrains me, and the dread lest death itself 
Might be no refuge from the consciousness iso 

Of what is yet imexpiated. Oh, speak ! 

Orsino. 

Accuse him of the deed, and let the law 
Avenge thee. 

Beatrice. 

Oh, ice-liearted counsellor! 
If I could find a word tliat might make known 
The crime of my destroyer ; and that done, iw 



^ In the first edition .we read neither first, and the second in her second. 

life or deathf — in the second neither . Mr. Rossetti follows the more gram- 

Itfe nor death, Mrs. SheUey, curiously matical reading of Shelley's second 

enough, foUows the first edition in her edition, as I have done. 
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My tongue should like a knife tear out the secret 

Which cankers my heart's core; aye, lay all bare 

So that my unpolluted fame should be 

With vilest gossips a stale mouthed story; 

A mock, a bye-word, an astonishment : — w 

If this were done, which never shall be done. 

Think of the offender's gold, his dreaded hate, 

And the strange horror of the accuser's tale. 

Baffling belief, and overpowering speech; 

Scarce wliispered, imimaginable, wrapt us 

In hideous hints. , . Oh, most assured redress ! 

Orsino. 
You will endure it then ? 

Beatrice. 

Endure ? — Orsino, 
It seems your counsel is small profit. 

{Turns from him, and speaks half to herself) 

Aye, 
All must be suddenly resolved and done. 
.What is this undistingiiishable mist iti 

Of thoughts, which rise, like shadow after shadow, 
Darkening each other? 

Orsino. 

Should the offender live ? 
Triumph in his misdeed? and make, by use. 
His crime, whate'er it is, dreadful no doubt. 
Thine element; until thou mayest become its 

Utterly lost ; subdued even to the hue 
Of that which thou permittest ? 
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Beatrice {To liersdf). 

Mighty deatli ! 
Tliou double-visaged shadow ! Only judge ! 
EightfuUest arbiter! 

{She retires absorbed in thought.) 

LUCRETU. 

If the Ughtning 
Of God has e'er descended to avenge. . . iso 

Orsino. 

Blaspheme not ! His high Providence commits 
Its glory on this earth, and their own wrongs 
Into the hands of men ; if they neglect 
To punish crime. . . 

LUCRETIA. 

But if one, like this wretch, 
Should mock with gold, opinion law and power? iss 

If there be no appeal to that which makes 
The guiltiest tremble ? If because our wrongs. 
For that they are unnatural, strange and monstrous. 
Exceed all measure of belief ? Oh, God ! 
If, for the very reasons which should make 190 

Eedress most swift and sure, our injurer triumphs ? 
And we, the victims, bear worse punishment 
Than that appointed for their torturer? 

Orsino. 

Think not 
But that therp is redress where there is wrong. 
So we be bold enough to seize it. 
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LUCRETIA. 

How? W 

If there were any way to make all sure, 
I know not. . . but I think it might be good 
To. .. 

Orsino. 

Why, his late outrage to Beatrice ; 
For it is such, as I but faintly guess. 
As makes remorse dishonour, and leaves her » 

Only one duty, how she may avenge : 
You, but one refuge from ills ill endured ; 
Me, but one counsel. . . 

LUCRETIA. 

For wc cannot hope 
Tliat aid, or retribution, or resource 
Will arise thence, where every other one »s 

Might find them with less need. 

(Beatrice advances) 

Orsixo. 

Then . . . 

BE.VTRICE. 

Peace, Oreino! 
And, honoured Lady, while I speak, I pray, 
That you put off, as garments overworn. 
Forbearance and respect, remorse and fear, 
And all the fit restraints of daily life, m 

Wliich have been borne from childhood, but wliich now 
Would be a mockery to my holier plea. 
As I have said, I have endured a wrong, 
Wliich, though it be expressionless, is such 
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As asks atonement; both for what is past, 215 

And lest I be reserved, day after day, 

To load with crimes an overburthened soul, 

And be. . . what ye can dream not. I have prayed 

To God, and I have talked with my own heart, 

And have unravelled my entangled will, 220 

And have at length determined what is right. 

Art thou my friend Orsino ? False or true ? 

Pledge thy salvation ere I speak. 

Orsino. 

I swear 
To dedicate my cunning, and my strength, 
My silence, and whatever else is mine, 226 

To thy commands. 

LUCRETIA. 

You think we should devise 
His death ? 

Beatrice. 

And execute what is devised, 
And suddenly. We must be brief and bold. 

Orsino. 
And yet most cautious. 

LUCRETU. 

For the jealous laws 
Would punish us with death and infamy 230 

For that which it became themselves to do. 

Beatrice. 

Be cautious as ye may, but prompt. Orsino, 
What are the means ? 
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Orsino. 

I know two dull, fierce outlaws, 
Who think man's spirit as a worm's, and they 
Would trample out, for any slight caprice, » 

Tlie meanest or the noblest life. Tliis mood 
Is marketable here in Eome. They sell 
Wliat we now want. 

LUCRETIA. 

To-morrow before dawn, 
Cenci will take us to that lonely rock, 
Petrella, in the Apulian Apennines. sn 

If he arrive there. . . 

Beatrice. 

He must not arrive. 

Orsino. 
Will it be dark before you reach the tower ? 

LUCRETIA. 

Tlie sun will scarce be set. 

Beatrice. 

But I remember 
Two miles on this side of the fort, the road 
Crosses a deep ravine ; 'tis rough and narrow, 245 

And winds with short turns down the precipice ; 
And in its depth there is a mighty rock. 
Which has, from unimaginable years, 
Sustained itself with terror and with toil 
Over a gulph, and with the agony sm 

With wliich it clings seems slowly coming down; 
Even as a wretched soul hour after hour. 
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Clings to the mass of life ; yet clinging, leans ; 

And leaning, makes more dark the dread abyss 

In which it fears to fall: beneath this crag 255 

Huge as despair, as if in weariness. 

The melancholy mountain yawns . . . below, 

You hear but see not an impetuous torrent 

Raging among the caverns, and a bridge 

Crosses the chasm ; and high above there grow, 200 

With intersecting trunks, from crag to crag. 

Cedars, and yews, and pines; whose tangled hair 

Is matted in one solid roof of shade 

By the dark ivy's twine. At noon-day here 

Tis twilight, and at sunset blackest night 265 

Orsino. 

Before you reach that bridge make some excuse 
For spurring on your mules, or loitering 
Until . . . 

Beatrice. 
What sound is that? 

LUCRETIA. 

Hark ! No, it cannot be a servant's step ; 

It must be Cenci, unexpectedly 270 

Eetumed . . . Make some excuse for being here. 

Beatrice. 

(to Orsino, as she goes out) 

Tliat step we hear approach must never pass 
Tlie bridge of which we spoke. 

(Exeunt LucRETiA and Beatrice.) 

Orsino. 

What shall I do ? 
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Cenci must find me here, and I must bear 

The imperious mquiaition of his looks • 

As to what brought me hither : let me mask 

Mine own iu some inane and vacant smile. 

Enter Giaoomo, in a hurried manna: 
How! Have you ventured hither?' Know yon then 
That Cenci is from home ? 



I sought liini here ; 
And now must wait till he returns. 

Orstxo. 

(Jreat God ! at 

Weigh you the danger of this raslmess ? 

OiAcnMn. 

Aye ! 
Does my destroyer know liia danger ? "tt'e 
Are now no more, as once, parent and child. 
But man to man ; the oppressor to tlie oppressed ; 
The slauderer to the slandered ; foe to foe : si 

He has cast Nature off, which was lus shield, 
And Nature casts him off, who is her sliame ; 
And I spum both. Is it a fatlier's throat 
Which I will shake, and say, I ask not gold ; 
I ask not happy years ; nor memories w 

Of tranquil cliildliood ; nor liome-slieltered love ; 
Tliough all these hast thou torn from me, and more; 
But oidy my fair fame ; only one lioanl 
Of peace, whicli I tliought hidden from tliy hate, 

' In the firat edition, and in those word is kllhrr, ne in the t«zt ; uid 1 

of Mrs. Shelley and Mr. Rossetti, ve think Iberv can be no doubt that Uit 

rend lhU/i<T insbad tif hither. In i« the right wonl. 
Shellp)'" MKoml eiUtinn, however, the 
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I-nder the penury heaped on me by thee, 295 

Or I will . . God can understand and pardon, 
AMiy should I speak with man ? 

Orsino. 

Be cahn, dear friend. 

GUCOMO. 

Well, I will calmly tell you what he did. 
This old Francesco Cenci, as you know. 
Borrowed the dowry of my wife from me, soo 

And then denied the loan; and left me so 
In poverty, the which I sought to mend 
By holding a poor office in the state. 
It had been promised to me, and already 
I bought new clothing for my ragged babes, sos 

And my wife smiled; and my heart knew repose. 
Wlien Cenci's intercession, as I found, 
Conferred this office on a wretch, whom thus 
He paid for \'ilest sendee. I returned 
With this ill news, and we sate sad together sio 

Solacing our despondency with tears 
Of such affection and unbroken faith 
As temper life's worst bitterness; when he. 
As he is wont, came to upbraid and curse. 
Mocking our poverty, and telling us 3ir. 

Such was God's scourge for disobedient sons. 
And then, that I might strike him dumb with shame, 
I spoke of my wife's dowry ; but he coined 
A brief yet specious tale, how I had wasted 
Tlie sum in secret riot; and he saw sio 

My wife was touched, and he went smiling forth. 
And when I knew the impression he had made. 
And felt my wife insult with silent scorn 
ify anient truth, and look avorso and cold, 

F 2 
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I went forth too : but soon returned again ; ss 

Yet not so soon but that my wife had taught 

My children her harsh thoughts, and they all cried, 

" Give us clothes, father ! Give us better food ! 

"Wliat you in one night squander were enough 

" For months !" I looked, and saw that home was heU. » 

And to that hell will I return no more 

Until mine enemy has rendered up 

Atonement, or, as he gave life to me 

I will, reversing nature's law . . . 

Orsino. 

Trust me. 
The compensation which thou seekest here ss 

Will be denied. 

GlACOMO. 

Then . . . Are you not my friend ? 
Did you not hint at the alternative. 
Upon the brink of which you see I stand, 
The other day when we conversed together ? 
My wrongs were then less. That word parricide, w 
Although I am resolved, haunts me like fear. 

Orsino. 

It must be fear itself, for the bare word 

Is hoUow mockery. Mark, liow wisest God 

Draws to one point the threads of a just doom, 

So sanctifying it : what you devise m5 

Is, as it were, accomplished. 

GlACOMO. 

Is he dead ? 
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Oksino. 
His grave is ready. Know that since we met 
Cenci has done an outrage to his daughter. 

GlACOMO. 

What outrage ? 

Orsino. 

That she speaks not, but you may 
Conceive such half conjectures as I do, 86o 

From her fixed paleness, and the lofty grief 
Of her stem brow bent on the idle air, 
And her severe unmodulated voice, 
Drowning both tenderness and dread; and last 
From this; that whilst her step-mother and I, sw 

Bewildered in our horror, talked together 
With obscure hints; both self-misunderstood 
And darkly guessing, stumbling, in our talk. 
Over the truth, and yet to its revenge, 
She interrupted us, and with a look 300 

Which told before she spoke it, he must die : . . . 

GlACOMO. 

It is enough. My doubts are well appeased; 

Tliere is a higher reason for the act 

Than mine ; there is a holier judge than me, 

A more unblamed avenger. Beatrice, ses 

Who in the gentleness of thy sweet youth 

Hast never trodden on a worm, or bruised 

A living flower, but thou hast pitied it 

With needless tears ! Fair sister, thou in whom 

Men wondered how such loveliness and wisdom aro 

Did not destroy each other! Is there made 

Eavage of thee ? 0, heart, I ask no more 

Justification ! Shall I wait, Orsino, 

Till he return, and stab him at the door ? 
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Orsino. 

Not so; some accident might interpose « 

To rescue liim from what is now most sure ; 

And you are unprovided where to fly, 

How to excuse or to conceal. Nay, listen: 

All is contrived ; success is so assured 

That. . . 

EtUer Beatrice. 
Beatrice. 
'Tis my brother's voice ! You know me not i » 

GlACOMO. 

My sister, my lost sister ! 

Beatrice. 

Lost indeed ! 
I see Orsino has talked with you, and 
That you conjecture things too horrible 
To speak, yet far less than the truth. Now, stay not, 
He might return : yet kiss me ; I shall know « 

That then thou hast consented to liis death. 
Farewell, farewell ! Let piety to God, 
Brotherly love, justice and clemency. 
And all things that make tender hardest heails 
Make thine hard, brother. Answer not. . . farewell. » 

{Exeunt severally.) 
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SCENE 11. 

A MBAN APARTMENT IN QiACOMO'S HOUBE. GIACOMO ALONE. 

GlACOMO. 

Tis midnight, and Orsino comes not yet. 

(Thundery and the sound of a storm) 

Wliat! can the everlasting elements 

Feel with a worm like man ? If so the shaft 

Of mercy- winged lightning would not faU 

On stones and trees. My wife and children sleep : s 

They are now living in unmeaning dreams : 

But I must wake, still doubting if that deed 

Be just which was most necessary. 0, 

Thou unreplenished lamp ! whose narrow fire 

Is shaken by (he wind, and on whose edge lo 

Devouring darkness hovers ! Thou small flame, 

Which, as a dying pulse rises and falls. 

Still flickerest up and down, how very soon. 

Did I not feed thee, wouldst thou fail and be 

As thou hadst never been ! So wastes and sinks is 

Even now, perhaps, the life that kindled mine: 

But that no power can fill with vital oil^ 

That broken lamp of flesh. Ha! *tis the blood 

Wliich fed these veins that ebbs tiU all is cold: 

It is the form that moulded mine that sinks 20 

^ In the second edition there is a difference) Shelley meant ; but I in- 

comma at oil : in the first there is cline to that of the first edition as the 

none. I am very doubtful which more characteristic : Mrs. Shelley and 

sense (for the comma makes all the Mr. Rossetti both adopt it. 
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Into the white and yellow spasms of death : 
It is the soul by which mine was arrayed 
In God's immortal likeness which now stands 
Naked before Heaven's judgment seat! 

{a hell strikes) 

One ! Two ! 
The hours crawl on ; and when my hairs are white, » 
My son will then perhaps be waiting thus, 
Tortured between just hate and vain remorse; 
Chiding the tardy messenger of news 
Like those which I expect. I almost wish 
He be not dead, although my wrongs are great; % 

Yet. . . 'tis Orsino's step. . . 

Enter Orsixo. 
Speak! 

Orsino. 



I am come 



To say he has escaped. 



GlACOMO. 

Escaped ! 

Orsino. 

And safe 
Within Petrella, He past by the spot 
Appointed for the deed an hour too soon. 

Glvcomo. 

Are we the fools of such contingencies? s» 

And do we waste in blind misgivings thus 
The hours when we should act ? Then wind and thunder, 
Which seemed to howl his knell, is the loud laughter 
With which Heaven mocks our weakness ! I henceforth 
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Will ne'er repent of aught designed or done 40 

But my repentance. 

Orsino. 

See, the lamp is out. 

GlACOMO. 

If no remorse is ours when the dim air 

Has drank this innocent flame, why should we quail 

When Cenci's life, that light by which ill spirits 

See the worst deeds they prompt, shall sink for ever ? 45 

No, I am hardened. 

Orsino. 

Why, what need of tliis ? 
Who feared the pale intrusion of remorse 
In a just deed ? Altho' our first plan failed. 
Doubt not but he wiU soon be laid to rest. 
But light the lamp; let us not talk T the dark. so 

GiACOMO (lighting the lamp). 

And yet once quenched I cannot thus relume 
My father 8 life : do you not think his ghost 
Might plead that argument with God ? 

Orsino. 

Once gone 
You cannot now recall your sister's peace; 
Your own extinguished years of youth and hope; 55 

Nor your wife's bitter words; nor aU the taunts 
Whicli, fix)m the prosperous, weak misfortune takes ; 
Nor your dead mother ; nor. . . 

GlACOMO. 

0, speak no more ! 
I am resolved, although this very hand 
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Must quench the. life that animated it. « 

Orsino. 

Tliere is no need of that. Listen : you know 

Olimpio, the castellan of PetreUa 

In old Colonna's time ; him whom your father 

Degraded from his post ? And Marzio, 

That desperate wretch, whom he deprived last year c 

Of a reward of blood, well earned and due ? 

GlACOMO. 

I knew Olimpio; and they say he hated 
Old Cenci so, that in his sUent TBgQ 
His lips grew white only to see him pass. 
Of Marzio I know nothing. 

Orsino. 

Marzio's hate 
Matches Olimpio's. I have sent these men, 
But in youi- name, and as at your request, 
To talk with Beatrice and Lucretia. 

Glvcomo. 
Only to talk ? 

Orsino. 

The moments which even now 
Pass onward to tomorrow's midnight hour^ 7 

May memorize their flight with death : ere then 
Tliey must have talked, and may perhaps have done, 
And made an end. . . . 

GlACOMO. 

Listen ! WTiat sound is that ? 

' lu the first edition thiti line reads !**» onward to m<»Ttyw's midnight bom. 

thus — In the second it is as given in the tei 



y 
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Orsino. 
The housedog moans, and the beams crack : nought eke. 

GlACOMO. 

It is my wife complaining in her sleep : so 

I doubt not she is saying bitter things 
Of me; and all my children round her dreaming 
That I deny them sustenance. 

Orsino. 

Whilst he 
Who truly, took it from them, and who fills 
Their hungry rest with bitterness, now sleeps 85 

Lapped in bad pleasures, and triumphantly 
Mocks thee in ^dsions of successful hate 
Too like the truth of day. 

GlACOMO. 

If e*er he wakes 
Again, I will not trust to hireling hands. . . 

Orsino. 

Why, that were well. I must be gone ; good night ! wo 
When next we meet. . .^ 

GlACOMO. 

May all be done — ^and all 

Forgotten — Oh, that I had never been ! 

(Hxeimt.) 

' These two final speeches are di- Mrs. Shelley follows this second read- 
vided as in Shelley's first edition : in ing ; but Mr. Rossetti restores the first, 
the second they stand thus : which seems to me a much more likely 

Ohh. Why, that were well. I muat be gone ; ^^^7 ^^r. Shelley to have left the text : 

good uight : it is quite in the subtle vein of Orsino 

When next we meet may all be done I to elicit such a wish from Qiacomo 

Fates'! Oh, that I had never been ! ^^^^'^ *^ ^^P^^ ^^ ^^i°^^^- 

END OF THE THIRD ACT. 



ACT IV. 



SCENE I. 



An Apartment in the Castle op Petrella. Enter CENC'I. 



Cenci. 

She comes not; yet I left her even now 
Vanquished and faint. She knows the penalty 
Of her delay : yet what if threats are vain ? 
Am I not now^ within Petrella's moat ? 
Or fear I still the eyes and ears of Eome ? 
Might I not drag her by the golden hair ? 
Stamp on her? Keep her sleepless till her brain 
Be overworn ? Tame her with chains and famine ? 
Less would suffice. Yet so to leave undone 
Wliat I most seek! No, 'tis her stubborn will 
Which by its own consent shall stoop as low 
As that which drags it down. 

Enter Lucretia. 

Thou loathed wretch ! 
Hide thee from my abhorrence ; Fly, begone ! 
Yet stay! Bid Beatrice come liither. 



10 



LUCKETIA. 



Oh, 



^ In the first edition we read Am I 
now not, — in the second Am I not now. 
Mrs. Shelley and Mr. Rossetti follow 
the aecoud. ; and the tranapo&itioii o£ 



the two words in the first edition oer- 
tainly looks like an overaaght audi u 
Shelley would have corrected in the 
second. 
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Husband! I pray for thine own wretched sake is 

Heed what thou dost. A man who walks like thee 

Thro* crimes, and thro' the danger of his crimes, 

Each hour may stumble o'er a sudden grave. 

And thou art old; thy hairs are hoary gray; 

As thou wouldst save thyself from death and hell, 20 

Pity thy daughter; give her to some friend 

In marriage : so that she may tempt thee not 

To hatred, or worse thoughts, if worse there be. 

Cenci. 

Wliat ! like her sister who has found a home 

To mock my hate from with prosperity ? 25 

Strange ruin shall destroy both her and thee 

And all that yet remain. My death may be 

Bapid, her destiny outspeeds it Go, 

Bid her come hither, and before my mood 

Be changed, lest I should drag her by the hair. so 

LUCRETIA. 

She sent me to thee, husband. At thy presence 

She fell, as thou dost know, into a trance; 

And in that trance she heard a voice which said, 

" Cenci must die ! Let him confess himself ! 

" Even now the accusing Angel waits to hear ss 

" If God, to punish his enormous crimes, 

" Harden his dying heart !" 

Cenci. 

Why — such things are. . . 
No doubt divine revealings may be made. 
Tis plain I have been favoured from above, 
For when I cursed my sons they died. — ^Aye. . . so. . . 40 
As to the right or wrong that's talk. . . repentance. . . 
Bepentance is an easy moment's work 
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And more depends on God than me. Well. . . well . . 

I must give up the greater point, wjiich was 

To poison and corrupt her souL «$ 

(A pause; Liter etia approaches anxiously, and then shrinks 

hack as he speaks?) 

One, two ; 
Aye. . . Eocco and Oistofano my curse 
Strangled : and Giacomo, I think, will find 
Life a worse Hell than that beyond the grave: 
Beatrice shall, if there be skill in hate. 
Die in despair, blaspheming : to Bernardo, » 

He is so innocent, I will bequeath 
The memory of these deeds, and make his youth 
The sepulchre of liope, where evil thoughts 
Shall grow like weeds on a neglected tomb. 
When all is done, out in the vdAe Campagna, 55 

I will pile up my silver and my gold; 
My costly robes, paintings and tapestries ; 
My parclmients and all records of my wealth, 
And make a bonfire in my joy, and leave 
Of my possessions nothing but my name ; » 

"VVliich shall be an inheritance to strip 
Its wearer bare as infamy. Tliat done, 
My soul, which is a scourge, will I resign 
Into the liands of him who wielded it ; 
Be it for its own punishment or theirs, ^ 

He will not ask it of me till the lash 
Be broken in its last and deepest wound ; 
Until its liate be all inflicted. Yet, 
Lest death outspeed my purpose, let me make 
Short work and sure. . . (jfoi^^g) 

LUCUETIA. 

(Stops him) 

Oh, stay ! It was a feint : to 
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Slie had no vision, and she heard no voice. 
I said it but to awe thee. 

Cenci. 

Tliat is well. 
Vile palterer with the sacred truth of God, 
Be thy soul choked with that blaspheming lie ! 
For Beatrice worsft terrors are in store 75 

To bend her to my will. 

LUCRETIA. 

Oh ! to what will ? 
Wliat cruel sufferings more than she has known 
Canst thou inflict ? 

Cenci. 

Andrea ! Go call my daughter, 
And if she comes not tell her that I come. 
Wliat sufferings ? I will drag her, step by step, w 

Tliro' infamies unheard of among men: 
She shall stand shelteriess in the broad noon 
Of public scorn, for acts blazoned abroad, 
One among which shall be . . .What ? Canst thou guess ? 
She shall become, (for what she most abhors 85 

Shall have a fascination to entrap 
Her loathing will), to her own conscious self 
All she appears to others ; and when dead, 
As she shall die unshrived and unforgiven, 
A rebel to her father and her God, po 

Her corspe shall be abandoned to the hounds ; 
Her name shall be the terror of the earth ; 
Her spirit shall approach the throne of God 
Plague-spotted wnth my curses. I will make 
Body and soul a monstrous lump of ruin. 95 



80 THE CENCI. [actiy. 



Enter Andrea. 
Andrea. 



The lady Beatrice . . . 



Cenci. 
Speak, pale slave ! What 



Said she ? 



Andrea. 

My Lord, 'twas what she looked ;^ she said : 
" Go tell my fatlier that I see the gulph 
" Of Hell between us two, which he may pass, 
" I will not." 

{Exit Andrea.) 

Cenci. 

Go thou quick, Lucretia, loo 

Tell her to come; yet let her understand 
Her coming is consent : and say, moreover, 
That if she come not I will curse her. 

{Exit Lucretia.) 

Ha! 
With what but with a father's curse doth God 
Panic-strike armfed victory, and make pale m 

Cities in their prosperity ? The world's Father 
Must grant a parent's prayer against his child 
Be he who asks even what men call me. 
Will not the deaths of her rebellious brothers 
Awe her before I speak ? For I on them no 

Did imprecate quick niin, and it came. 



* The 8emi-colon here is in the first Shelley follows the first ediUoD. Mr. 
edition ; but the sense is perverted by Kossetti substituteH a fuU-stop for » 
its omission from the second. Mrs. semi-colon. 
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Enter Lucrkti.v. 
Well ; what ? Speak, wretch ! 

LUCRETIA. 

She said, " I cannot come ; 
"Go tell my father that I see a torrent 
" Of his own blood raging between us." 

Cenci (kneeling). 

God! 
Hear me ! If this most specious mass of flesh, iis 

Which thou hast made my daughter; this my blood, 
This particle of my divided being ; 
Or rather, tliis my bane and my disease, 
Wliose sight infects and poisons me ; this devil 
Wliich sprung from me as from a hell, was meant 120 
To aught good use ; if her bright loveliness 
Was kindled to illumine this dark world; 
If nursed by thy selectest dew of love 
Such virtues blossom in her as should make 
The peace of life, I pray thee for my sake, 125 

As thou the common God and Father art 
Of her, and me, and all ; reverse that doom ! 
Earth, in the name of God, let her food be 
Poison, until she be encrusted round 
With leprous stains ! Heaven, rain upon her liead 130 
The blistering drops of the Maremma's dew. 
Till she be speckled like a toad ; parch up 
Tliose love-enkindled lips, warp those fine limbs 
To loathed lameness 1 All beholding sun. 
Strike in tliine envy those life-darting eyes 135 

With thine own blinding beams ! 
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Ldcsetu. 

Peace ! Peace !• 
For thine own sate unsay those dreadful woTd& 
When high God grants he punishes such prayers. 

Cesci. 
(Leaping up, and throioing his righi haiid towards Hfntn) 
He does his will, I mine ! This in addition. 
That if she have a child . . . 

LUCRETIA. 

Horrible thought ! w 

Cenci. 
That if she ever have a child ; and thou. 
Quick Nature! I adjure thee hy thy God, 
That thou be fniitful in her, and encrease 
And multiply, fulfilling his command. 
And my deep imprecation ! May it be w 

A hideous likeness of lierself, that as 
From a distorting mirror, she may see 
Her image mixed with wliat she most abhors. 
Smiling upon her from her nursing breast. 
And that the child may from its infancy w 

Grow, day hy day, more wicked and deformed. 
Turning her mother's love to misery : 
And that both slie and it may live until 
It shall repay her care and pain with hate, 
Or what may else be more unnatural. la 

So he may hunt her through the clamorous scoSs 

* Ur. RoBwtti, olmerving the short- Aiu^nif bisdrc^ped out. Shortlinri 

neaa by a foot of tliU line, eayi we ore coirimoD eaoiigli in Tht Catti, uxl 

ought perhapH to rend " Ptaice, hu9- indeed in the ra[Hd dialogue <rf iiKiit 

bnnd ! peace ; " I do not imngiiLe for great plajH. 
n moment that any Buch vr-vA na 
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Of the loud world to a dishonoured grave. 
Shall I revoke this curse ? Go, bid her come, 
Before my words are chronicled in heaven. 

{Exit LUCRETIA.) 

I do not feel as if I were a man, ico 

But like a fiend appointed to chastise 

The offences of some unremembered world. 

My blood is running up and down my veins ; 

A fearful pleasure makes it prick and tingle : 

I feel a giddy sickness of strange awe; les 

My heart is beating with an expectation 

Of horrid joy. 

Enter Lucretia. 
Wliat ? Speak ! 

Lucretia. 

She bids thee curse ; 
And if thy curses, as they cannot do. 
Could kill her soul . . . 

Cenci. 

She would not come. 'Tis well, 
I can do both : first take what I demand, 170 

And then extort concession. To thy chamber ! 
Fly ere I spurn thee : and beware this night 
That thou cross not my footsteps. It were safer 
To come between the tiger and his prey. 

{Exit Lucretia.) 

It must be late; mine eyes grow weary dim 175 

With unaccustomed heaviness of sleep. 
Conscience ! Oh, thou most insolent of lies ! 
They say that sleep, that healing dew of heaven. 
Steeps not in balm the foldings of the brain 

G 2 
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Wliicli thinks thee an impostor. I will go im 

First to belie thee with an hour of rest, 

Which will be deep and calm, I feel : and then . . . 

O, multitudinous Hell, the fiends will shake 

Thine arches with the laughter of their joy ! 

There shall be lamentation heard in Heaven is 

As o'er an angel fallen; and upon Earth 

All good shall droop and sicken, and ill tilings 

Sliall with a spirit of unnatural life 

Stir and he quickened . . . even as I am now. 

(Exit.) 



SCEXE 11. 

Before the Castle of Petrella. Enter BEATRICE a>'d 
LUCRETIA ABOVE on the Ramparts. 

Beatrice. 
They come not yet. 

LUCRETIA. 

Tis scarce midnight. 

Beatrice. 

How slow 
Behind the course of thought, even sick with speed, 
Lags leaden-footed time ! 

Lucretia. 

The minutes pass . . . 
If he should wake before the deed is done ? 
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Beatrice. 

0, Motlier ! He must never wake again. s 

What thou hast said perauades me that our act 
Will but dislodge a spirit of deep hell 
Out of a human form. 

LUCRETIA. 

Tis true he si)oke 
Of death and judgment with strange confidence 
For one so wicked ; as a man believing lo 

In CJod, yet recking not of good or ill. 
And yet to die without confession ! . . . 

Beatrice. 

Oh! 
Believe that Heaven is merciful and just, 
And will not add our dread necessity 
To the amount of his offences. 

Enter Olimpio and Marzio, Mow. 

LUCRETIA. 

See, 15 

Thev come. 

BEiVTRICE. 

All mortal things must hasten thus 
To their dark end. Let us go down. 

{Exeunt LucRETiA and Beatrice from above) 

Olimpio. 
How feel you to this work ? 

Marzio. 

As one who thinks 
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A thousand crowns excellent market price 

For an old murderer's life. Your cheeks are pala 

Olimpio. 

It is the white reflexion of yom* own. 
Which you call pale. 

ILVRZIO. 

Is that their natural liue ? 

Olimpio. 

Or 'tis my hate and the deferred desire 

To wreak it, which extinguishes their blood. 

Marzio. 
You are mclined then to this business ? 

Olimpio. 

Aye. 
If one should bribe me with a thousand crowns 
To kill a serpent which had stung my child, 
I could not be more willing. 

Enter Beatrice and Lucretu, Mow. 

Noble ladies ! 

Beatrice. 
Are ye resolved ? 

Olimpio. 
Is he asleep ? 

Marzio. 

Is aU 
Quiet ? 
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LUCRETIA. 

I mixed an opiate with liis drink : so 

He sleeps so soundly. . . 

Beatrice. 

That liis death wiU be 
But as a change of sin-chastising dreams, 
A dark continuance of the Hell within him, 
AMiich God extinguish ! But ye are resolved ? 
Ye know it is a high and holy deed? ss 

OUMPIO. 

"VVe are resolved. 

Marzio. 

As to the how this act 
Be warranted, it rests with you. 

Beatrice. 

Well, follow ! 

Olimpio. 
Hush ! Hark ! What noise is that ? 

Marzio. 

Ha ! some one comes ! 

Beatrice. 

Ye conscience-stricken cravens, rock to rest 
Your baby hearts. It is the iron gate, 4o 

Which ye left open, swinging to the wind. 
That enters whistling as in scorn. Come, follow ! 
And be your steps like mine, light, quick and bold. 

(JExeufU.) 
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SCENE III. 

An Apartment in the Castle. Enter BEATRICE axi 

LUCRETIA. 

LUCUETIA. 

Tliev arc about it now. 

Beatrice. 

Xav, it is done. 

LrCHETIA, 

I have not heard liim gi*oan. 

Beatrice. 

He will not groau. 

LUCRETIA. 

What sound is that ? 

Beatrice. 

List ! 'tis the tread of feet 
About his bed. 

LUCRETIA. 

My God ! 
If he be now a cold stiff corpse. . . 

Beatrice. 

0, fear not 
What may be done, but what is left undone : 
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The act seals all. 

Enter Olimpio and Marzio. 
Is it accomplished ? 



Marzio. 



Wliat ? 



Olimpio. 



Did vou not call ? 



Beatrice. 
Wlien ? 

Olimpio. 
Now. 

Beatrice. 

I ask if all is over ? 

Olimpio. 

We dare not kill an old and sleeping man ; 
His thin grey hair, his stem and reverent brow, lo 

His veined hands crossed on his heaving breast, 
And the calm innocent sleep in which he lay, 
Quelled me. Indeed, indeed, I cannot do it. 

Marzio. 

But I was bolder; for I chid Olimpio, 
And bade him bear his wrongs to liis own grave is 

And leave me the reward. And now my knife 
Touched the loose wrinkled tliroat, when the old man 
Stirred in his sleep, and said, " God ! hear, 0, hear, 
" A father's curse ! What,^ art thou not our father ?" 

^ There is no stop here in either of supplied in Mrs. Shelley's. 
Shelley's editions. The comma is 
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And then he laughed. I knew it was the ghost s 
Of my dead father speaking through his lips. 
And could not kill him. 

I^EATRICE. 

Miserable slaves ! 
Where, if ye dare not kill a sleeping man. 
Found ye the boldness to return to me 
With such a deed undone ? Base palterers ! » 

Cowards and traitors ! ^^Tiy, the very conscience 
Which ye would sell for gold and for revenge 
Is an equivocation : it sleeps over 
A thousand daily acts disgracing men ; 
And when a deed where mercy insults heaven. . . » 
Wliy do I talk ? 

{Snatching a dagger frcnn on^^ of them ami raising it.) 

Hadst thou a tongue to say, 
She murdered her own fatlier, I must do it ! 
But never dream ve shall outlive him lonjj ! 



Olimpio. 



Stop, for God's sake ! 



Marzio. 
I will go back and kill him. 



OUMPIO. 

Give me the weapon, we must do thy wilL » 

Beatrice. 
Take it ! Depart ! Eetum ! 

(Exeunt Olimpio ayid Marzio.) 

How pale thou art! 



SCENE III.] 
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We do but that wliich 'twere a deadly crime 
To leave undone. 

LUCRETIA. 

Would it were done ! 



Beatrice. 

Even whilst 
Tliat doubt is passing through your mind, the world 
Is conscious of a change. Darkness and hell 
Have swallowed up the vapour they sent forth 
To blacken the sweet light of life. My breath 
Comes, methinks, lighter, and the jellied^ blood 
Runs freely thro' my veins. Hark! 

EiUer Olimpio and Marzio. 

He is. . . 



40 



Olimpio. 



Dead ! 



Marzio. 

We strangled him that there might be no blood ; 
And then we threw his heavy corpse i' the garden 
Under the balcony; 'twill seem it fell. 



45 



^ In the first edition this word ib 
gdiyedy not, as Mr. Roasetti states, 
ydLiedf which first appeared in the 
second edition. Mrs. Shelley changed 
it to jdlied; and Mr. Roesetti, again, 
stibetitutes gdid, because he thinks 
that "the preferable word." The 
question is, however, not what word 
is preferable, but what word Shelley 
meant ; and, in considering that ques- 
tion, Mr. Ro8setti*s mis-statement of 
the original orthography makes all the 
difference. The fact is that, had Shel- 



ley written gdidf no foreign composi- 
tor could have transformed the word 
to geUyedf the main mistake of which 
is wholly English. I have hardly a 
doubt that what Shelley really wrote 
WMJellyedf the y instead of i being a 
very common lapse in such words, 
of which lapse there are instances in 
Shelley's works ; and there would be 
no difficidty in the transformation of 
j to g, whether the compositor were 
Italian or English. 
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Beatrice. 

(givin{/ them a bag of coin) 

Here, take this gold, and hasten to your homes. 

And, Marzio, because thou wast only awed 

By that which made me tremble, wear thou this ! s# 

{Clothes him in a rich mantle) 

It was the mantle wliich my grandfather 

Wore in Ms high prosperity, and men 

Envied his state: so may they envy tliine. 

Thou wert a weapon in the hand of God 

To a just use. Live long and thrive ! And, mark, i» 

If thou hast crimes, repent : this deed is none. 

{A Iwni is soumhd.) 

LUCKETIA. 

Hark, *tis tlie castle horn ; my God ! it sounds 
Like the last trump. 

Beatrice. 
Some tedious guest is coming. 

LUCRETIA. 

The dmwbridge is let down ; tliere is a tramp 

Of horses in the court ; fly, hide yourselves ! « 

{Exeunt Olimpio and Marzio.) 

Beatrice. 

Let us retire to counterfeit deep rest ; 
I scarcely need to counterfeit it now : 
The spirit wliich doth reign within these limbs 
Seems strangely undisturbed. I could even sleep 
Fearless and calm : all ill is surely past. « 

{Exeunt) 
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SCENE IV. 

Another Apartment in the Castle. Enter on one side the 
Legate SAVELLA, introduced by a Servant, and on the 
other LUCRETIA and BEKNARDO. 

Savella. 

Lady, my duty to his Holiness 

Be my excuse that thus unseasonably 

I break upon your rest. I must speak with 

Count Cenci ; dotli he sleep ? 

LUCRETU. 

(in a hurried and confused manner) 

I tliink he sleeps ; 
Yet wake him not, I pray, spare me awhile, 6 

He is a wicked and a wrathful man ;^ 
Should he be roused out of his sleep to-night, 
AMiich is, I know, a hell of angry dreams. 
It were not well ; indeed it were not well. 
Wait till day break. . . . 

{aside) O, I am deadly sick ! lo 

Savella. 

I grieve thus to distress you, but the Count 
Must answer charges of the gravest import, 
And suddenly ; such my commission is. 

^ In the first edition the metre but in the second edition the lino 

qreaks down here by the omission of stands rightly, as in the text. Mrs. 

he word cr, — Shelley follows the first edition, — Mr. 

He is a wicked and wrathful roan ; Rossetti the second. 
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LUCRETIA. 

{laiOi increased agitation) 

I dare not rouse him : I know none who dare. . . 
Twere perilous ; . . . you might as safely waken u 

A serpent; or a corpse in which some fiend 
Were laid to sleep. 

Savella. 

Lady, my moments here 
Are counted. I must rouse him from his sleep, 
Since none else dare. 

LuCRETiA (aside). 

0, terror! 0, despair! 

(To Bernardo) 

Bernardo, conduct yon the Lord Legate to » 

Your father's chamber. 

(Exeunt Sa\t:lla and Bernardo.) 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beatrice. 

'Tis a messenger 
Come to arrest the culprit who now stands 
Before the throne of unappealable God. 
Both Earth and Heaven, consenting arbiters, 
Acquit our deed. 

LrCRETIA. 

Oh, agony of fear ! 2 

Would that he yet might live ! Even now I heanl 
The Legate's followers whisper as they passed 
Thev had a warrant for his instant death. 
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All was prepared by unforbidden means 

WTiicli we must pay so dearly, having done. so 

Even now they search the tower, and find the body; 
Xow they suspect the truth ; now they consult 
Before they come to tax us with the fact; 
O, horrible, 'tis ail discovered ! 

Beatrice. 

Mother, 
Wliat is done wisely, is done well. Be bold ss 

As thou art just. 'Tis like a truant child 
To fear that others know what thou hast done, 
Even from thine own strong consciousness, and thus 
Write on unsteady eyes and altered cheeks 
All thou wouldst hide. Be faithful to thyself, 4o 

And fear no. other witness but thy fear. 
For if, as cannot be, some circumstance 
Should rise in accusation, we can blind 
Suspicion with such cheap astonislmient. 
Or overbear it with such guiltless pride, 45 

As murderers cannot feign. The deed is done. 
And what may follow now regards not me. 
I am as universal as the light; 
Free as the earth-surrounding air; as firm 
As the world's centre. Consequence, to me, so 

Is as the wind which strikes the solid rock 
But shakes it not. 

(A cry within and tumult) 

Voices. 
Murder ! MuKler ! Murder ! 

Enter Bernardo and Savella. 
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Savella {to his foil oiverfi). 

Gro search, the castle i-oiind ; sound the alanii ; 
Look to the gates that none escape ! 

Beatrice. 

Wliat now ? 

Berxardo. 
I know not what to say. . . my father s dead. :»5 

Beatrice. 

How ; dead ! he only sleeps ; you mistake, brother. 
His sleep is very calm, very like deatli; 
'Tis wonderful how well a tyrant sleeps. 
He is not dead ?^ 

Bernardo. 
Dead ; mui-dered. 

LUCRETIA. 

(ivith e.dnmc agitation) 

Oh, no, no, 
He is not murdered though he may be dead ; eo 

1 have alone the keys of those apartments. 

Savella. 
Ha ! Is it so ? 

Beatrice. 

My Loi-d, I pray excuse us ; 
We will retu-e ; my mother is not well : 



' In the second edition the word Mrs. Shelley follows the second edi- 
dtad is italicized ; but not in the first. tion, — Mr. Rossetti the h.st. 
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She seems quite overcome with this strange horror. 

{Exeunt LucRETiA and Beatrice.) 

Savella. 
Can you suspect who may have murdered him ? «:. 

BERNARno. 
I know not what to tliink. 

Savella. 

Can you name any 
Who had an interest in liis death? 

Berxardo. 

Alas! 
I can name none who had not, and those most 
Wlio most lament that such a deed is done ; 
My mother, and my sister, and myself. 70 

Savella. 

'Tis strange ! There were clear marks of violence. 
I found the old man's body in the moonlight 
Hanging beneath the window of his chamber. 
Among the branches of a pine: he could not 
Have fallen there, for all his limbs lay heaped 75 

And effortless ; 'tis true there was no blood . . . 
Favour me. Sir; it much imports your house 
That all should be made clear; to tell the ladies 
That I request their presence. 

{Exit Berxardo.) 
Enter Guards hrinying in Marzio. 

Gl'ARD. 

Wo have one. 
VOL. H. n 
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THE rEXCl. 



Officer. 



[act IT. 



My Lord, we found this ruffian and another 
Lurking among the rocks ; there is no doubt 
But that they are the murderers of Count Cenci 
Each had a bag of coin ; this fellow wore 
A gold-in^^oven robe, which shining bright 
I'^nder the dark rocks to the glimmering moon 
Betrayed tliem to our notice : the other fell 
Pespei-ately fighting. 



Savella. 

Wliat does he confess ? 

Officer. 

He keeps firm silence ; but these lines found on Inm 
May speak. 

Savella. 
Tlieir language is at least sincere. 

To THE Lady Beatrice.^ 

" That the atonement of what my nature 
Sickens to conjecture may soon arrive, 
I send thee, at thy brother's desii-e, those 

" Wlio will speak and do more than I dare 

" Write. . . Tliv devoted ser\'ant, 

Orsixo." 

Unfer Licretia, Beatrice and Bernardo. 

Knowest thou this \mting, Ladv ? 



a 



it 



* In the firnt edition thi** letter m 
Ret in lines, with initial capitals, as 
given above ; and curiously enough 
each of the lineii except one consiHb^ 



of ten Hyllables, though plain pn« 
enough. In the second edition the 
letter is set as prose. 
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Beatrice. 



No. 



Savella. 



Nor thou ? jK'i 



Lucretia. 

{Her conduct thronglwxd the scene U marked hy extreme 
agitation.) 

\Miere was it found ? What is it ? It should be 
Orsino's hand ! It speaks of that strange horror 
Which never yet found utterance, hut which made 
Between that hapless child and her dead father 
A gulph of obscure hatred. 

Savella. 

Is it so? 100 

Is it true, Lady, that thy father did 
Such outrages as to awaken in thee 
UnfiUal hate ? 

Beatrice. 

Not hate, 'twas more than hate : 
Tliis is most true, yet wherefore question me ? 

Savella. 

There is a deed demanding question done ; lor, 

Thou hast a secret which will answer not. 

Beatrice. 
What sayest ? My Ix)rd, your words ai*e bold and rash. 

Savella. 

I do arrest all present in the name 

Of the Pope's Holiness. You must to Rome. xA^ - 

H2 ^^}:^ 
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LUCRETIA. 

0, not to Eome ! Indeed we are not guilty. in 

Beatrice. 

Guilty ! Who dares ^ talk of guilt ? My Lord, 

I am more innocent of parricide 

Than is a child born fatherless . . . Dear Mother, 

Your gentleness and patience are no shield 

For this keen-judging world, this two-edged lie,^ m 

"Which seems, but is not. What! will human laws, 

Rather will ye who are their ministers. 

Bar all access to retribution first, 

And then, when heaven doth interpose to do 

\Vliat ye neglect, arming familiar things i» 

To the redress of an unwonted crime. 

Make ye tlie victims who demanded it 

Culprits ? 'Tis ye are culprits ! That poor wretcli 

Who stands so pale, and trembling, and amazed. 

If it l)e true he murdered Cenci, was is 

A sword in tlie right hand of justest God. 

Wherefore should I have wielded it ? Unless 

The crimes wliich mortal tongue dare never name 

God therefore scruples to avenge. 

Savella. 

You own 
That vou desired his deatli ? 

Beatrice. 

It would have been ix 

^ It has beeD suggested that the weiikens the force of emphasis in this 

word to has dropped out here. I do sudden outbreak of passionate pro- 

not think it has ; and as yet I am test." 

not aware of its having been inserted ' In the first edition there are no 

in any edition. Mr. S^-inburne points hyphens for the two double epithet» 

out {BsiOi/s and StudUs, p. 202), that in this line ; but thej are supplied in 

the proposed insertion of to " rather the second edition. 
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A crime no less than his, if for one moment 

That fierce desire had faded in my heart. 

'Tis true I did believe, and hope, and pray. 

Aye, I even knew ... for God is wise and just. 

That some strange sudden death hung over him. 135 

'Xis true that this did happen, and most true 

There was no other rest for me on earth, 

Xo other hope in Heaven . . . now what of this ? 

Savella. 

Strange thoughts beget stmnge deeds ; and here ai-e both : 
I judge thee not. 

Beatrice. 

And yet, if you aiTest me, no 

You are the judge and executioner 
Of that which is the life of life : the breath 
Of accusation kills an innocent name. 
And leaves for lame acquittal the poor life 
Which is a mask without it. Tis most false 145 

That I am guilty of foul parricide ; 
Although I must rejoice, for justest cause. 
That other hands have sent my father's soul 
To ask the mercy he denied to me. 
Now leave us free : stain not a noble house iw 

With vague surmises of rejected crime ; 
Add to our sufferings and your own neglect 
No heavier sum : let them have been enough : 
Leave us the wreck we have. 

Savella. 

I dare not. Lady. 
I pray that you prepare yourselves for Rome : 155 

There the Pope's further pleasure will be known. 
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LUCRETIA. 

0, not to Rome ! 0, take us not to Kouie ! 

Beatrice. 

Wliy not to Itome, dear mother ? There as heix; 

Our innocence is as an armed heel 

To trample accusation. God is there w 

As here, and with his shadow ever clothes 

The innocent, the injured and the weak; 

And such are we. Cheer up, dear Lady, lean 

On me ; collect your wandering thoughts. My Lord, 

As soon as you have taken some refreshment, us 

And had all such examinations made 

Upon the spot, as may be necessary 

To the full understanding of tliis matter, 

We shall be ready. Mother ; will you come ? 

LUCKETIA. 

Ha ! they will bind us to tlie nick, and wrest o 

Self-accusation from our agony ! 

Will Giacomo be there ? Orsino ? Marzio ? 

All present ; all confronted ; all demanding 

Each from the other's^ countenauce tlie thiuix 

Which is in every heart ! 0, misery ! i7.=i 

{She faints, mid is borne out.) 

Savella. 
She faints: an ill a])pearance this. 

Be.\trice. 

IVIy Lord, 
Slie knuws nut yet the uses of the world. 



1 fn U 



In Shellev't* two eilitiouH, otiicrs. 
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Slie tears that power is as a beast which gi*asps 

And loosens not : a snake whose look transmutes 

All things to guilt which is its nutriment. 

Sho. cannot know how well the supine slaves 

Of blind authority read the truth of things 

When written on a brow of guilelessness : 

She sees not yet triumphant Innocence 

Stand at the judgment-seat of mortal man, 

A judge and an accuser of the wrong 

Which drags it there. Prepare yourself, my Lord ; 

Our suite will join yours in the court below. 

(JEjceunt.) 



180 



185 



END OF THE FOURTH AtT. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. 
An Apartment in Orsino's Palace. Enter ORSINO ahd GIACOMO. 



GlACOMO. 

Do evil deeds thus quickly come to end ? 

0, that the vain remorse which must chastise 

Crimes done, had but as loud a voice to warn 

As its keen sting is mortal to avenge ! 

0, that the hour when present had cast oft" 

The mantle of its mvstery, and shewn 

Tlie ghastly form with wliich it now returns 

Wlien its scared game is roused, clieering tlie hounds 

Of conscience to their prey ! Alas ! Alas ! 

It was a wicked thought, a piteous deetl, 

To kill an old and hoarv-headed father. 



10 



Orsino. 
It has turned out unluckily, in truth. 

GlACOMO. 

To violate the sacred doors of sleep; 

To cheat kind nature of the placid death 

Wiich she prepares for over\vearied age ; i* 

To dnig from Heaven an unrepentant soul 

Which might have ([uenched in reconciling prayers 

A life of burning crimes . . . 
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Orsino. 

You cannot say 
1 urged you to the deed. 

GlACOMO. 

0, liad I never 
Found in tliy smooth and ready countenance 20 

The mirror of my darkest tlioughts ; hadst thou 
Never with hints and questions made me look 
Upon the inonster of my thought, until 
It grew familiar to desire . . . 

Orsino. 

Tis thus 
Men cast the blame of their unprosperous acts 25 

Ui>on tlie abettors of their own resolve ; 
Or any thing but their weak, guilty selves. 
And yet, confess the truth, it is tlie peril 
In wliich you stand that gives you tliis pale sickness 
Of penitence; Confess 'tis fear disguised 30 

From its own shame that takes the mantle now 
Of thin remorse. What if we yet were safe ? 

GlACOMO. 

How can that be ? Already Beatrice, 

Lucretia and the murderer are in prison. 

I doubt not officers are, wliilst we speak, 85 

Sent to arrest us. 

Orsino. 

I liave aU prepared 
For instant flight. We can escape even now, 
So we take fleet occasion by the hair. 
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GlACOMO. 

Katlier expire in tortures, as I may. 

Wliat ! will you cast by self-accusing flight « 

Assured conviction upon Beatrice ? 

She, who alone in this unnatural work. 

Stands like God*s angel ministered upon 

By fiends ; avenging such a nameless wrong 

As turns black parricide to piety ; 4i 

Whilst we for basest ends ... I fear, Orsino, 

While I consider all your words and looks. 

Comparing them with your proposal now. 

That vou must be a villain. For what end 

Could you engage in such a perilous crime, » 

Training me on with hints, and signs, and smiles, 

Even to this gulpli ? Tliou art no liar ? No, 

Tliou art a lie ! Traitor and murderer ! 

Cowanl and slave! But, no, defend thyself; 

((fraicinf/.) 
Let the sword speak wliat the indignant tongue '^ 

Disdains to brand thee with. 

Oksino. 

Put up your weaiK)n. 
Is it the desperation of your fear 
ilakes you tluis rivsh and sudden with a^ friend, 
Now ruined for your sake ? If honest anger 
Have moved you, know, that what I just proposed « 
Was but to try you. As for me, I tliink. 
Thankless affection led me to this point. 
From which, if my firm temper coidd repent, 
I cannot now recede. Even whilst we speak 
The ministers of justice wait below : «5 

^ So ill both Shelley's editions ; but read with your friend. Mr. Kuttvtti 
in 31r8. Shelley's editions of 1830 we revei-ta to a friend. 
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They grant me these brief moments. Now if you 
Have any word of melancholy comfort 
To speak to your pale wife, 'twere best to pass 
Out at the postern, and avoid them so. 

GlACOMO. 

0, generous friend ! How canst thou pai'don me ? 70 

Would that my life could purchase tliine ! 

Orsino. 

That wish 
Now comes a day too late. Haste ; fare thee well ! 
Hear'st thou not steps along the conidor ? 

{Bxit GiACOMO.) 

Tm sorry for it ; but the guards are waiting 

At his own gate, and such was my contrivance 75 

That I might rid me both of him and them. 

I thought to act a solemn comedy 

Upon the painted scene of tliis new world, 

And to attain my own peculiar ends 

By some such plot of mingled good and ill so 

As others weave ; but tliere arose a Power 

Which graspt and snapped the threads of my device 

And turned it to a net of ruin . . . Ha ! 

(a sJiout is heard.) 
Is that my name I liear proclaimed abroad ? 
But I will pass, wrapt in a vile disguise ; 86 

Rags on my back, and a false innocence 
Ui)Ou my face, thro' tlie misdeeming crowd 
Wliich judges by what seems. Tis easy then 
For a new name and for a coimtry new, 
And a new life, fashioned on old desires, w 

To change the Iionours of abandoned Eome. 
And these must be the masks of that within, 
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Whicli must remain unaltered. . . Oh, I fear 

Tliat what is past will never let me rest! 

Why, when none else is conscious, but myself, » 

Of my misdeeds, should my own heart's contempt 

Trouble me ? Have I not the power to fly 

My own reproaches? Shall I be the slave 

Of . . . what ? A word ? which those of this false world 

Employ against each other, not themselves; m 

As men wear daggers not for self-offence. 

But if I am mistaken, where shall I 

Find the disguise to hide me fh)m myself. 

As now I skulk from every other eye ? 



SCENE 11. 
A Hall of Justice. CAMILLO, Judges &c. are discovered 

SEATED ; MARZIO is LED IN. 

First Judge. 

Accused, do you persist in your denial ? 

I ask you, are you innocent, or guilty ? 

I demand who were the participators 

In your offence ? Speak truth and the whole truth. 

Makzio. 

My God ! I did not kill liim ; I know notliing ; 5 

Oliuipio sold the robe to me from whicli 
You woidd infer my guilt. 

Second Judge. 

Away with him ! 
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First Judge. 

Dare you, with lips yet white from the rack's kiss 
Speak false ? Is it so soft a questioner, 
That you would bandy lover's talk with it lo 

Till it wind out your life and soul ? Away ! 

Marzio. 
Spare me ! 0, spare ! I will confess. 



First Judge. 



Tlien speak. 



Marzio. 
I strangled him in his sleep. 

First Judge. 

Who urged you to it? 

« 

Marzio. 

His own son Giacomo, and the young prelate . 

Orsino sent me to Petrella; there 15 

The ladies Beatrice and Lucretia 

Tempted me with a thousand crowns, and I 

And my companion forthwith murdered him. 

Now let me die. 

First Judge. 

This sounds as bad as truth. Guards, there, 20 

Lead forth the prisoners ! 

Enter LucRETiA, Beatrice and Giacomo, guarded. 

Look upon this man ; 
When did you see him last? 

Beatrice. 

We never saw him. 
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Marzio. 
Yon know nie too well, Larty Beatrice.* 

Beatrice. 
I know thee ! How ? where ? when ? 

Marzio. 

You know 'twas 1 
Wliom you did urge with menaces and bribes e 

To kill your father. Wlien the thing was done 
You clothed me in a robe of woven gold 
And bade me thrive: how I have thriven, you see. 
You, my Lord Giacomo, Lady Lucretia, 
You know that wliat I speak is true. 

(Beatrice advances tcncards Mm; he covers his face, and shrink 

back.) 

O, dart » 

Tlie terrible resentment of those eyes 

On the dead*^ earth ! Turn them away from me ! 

Thev wound : 'twas torture forced the tnith. Mv Lonls, 

Having said this let me be led to death. 



Beatrice. 
Poor wretch, I pity thee : yet stay awhile. 



S3 



^ Thia passage of dialogue, though 

imperfect in the fall of the lines, is, I 

imagine, as Shelley meant it to be. 

Mr. Rossetti, however, " methodizes *' 

the lines thus : 

FirM Judge. This soands &s InmI as truth. 
GuardB there, lead forth the pruoners. 

EHter Lucretia, Beatrick, and Giacomo, 
guat-ded. 

Jjocik apon 
T)iiM man. When did you see him last ? 
Beatrice. We never 

Saw him. 
Marzio. You know me too well, La«ly 
Beatric-e. 

To me the passage is anything biit 
improved ; and I suspect it is a mere 



accident that, by packing the ktft 
line, the re-arrangement is possible. 

' So in both Shelley's editions, aod 

in Mr. Rossetti's ; but Mrs. SheDey'» 

reads drrad for dead. There can be 

no possible doubt that dead is the 

right word, — the dead earth, which 

could not be wounded and tortured, 

as Marzio was, by the gaze of Beatrice. 

The thought corresponds predselj 

with that in Beatrice's speedi further 

on, 

He darei* not look the thing be tfmik 

hut heiuls 
His gaze on the Uind earth. 
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Camillo. 
Chiards, lead him not awav. 

Beatrice. 

Cardinal Camilla, 
You liave a good repute for gentleness 
And wisdom: can it be that you sit here 
To countenance a wicked farce like this? 
Wlien some obscure and trembling slave is dragged 40 
From sufferings which might shake the sternest heart 
And bade to answer, not as he believes, 
But as those may suspect or do desire 
Wliose questions thence suggest their own reply : 
And that in peril of such hideous torments 45 

As merciful God spares even tlie damned. Speak now 
Tlie tiling you surely know, which is that you, 
If your fine frame were stretched upon that wheel. 
And you were told : " Confess that you did poison 
Your little nephew ; that fair l)lue-eyed child so 

\Vlio was the loadstar of your life :" — and though 
All see, since liis most swift and piteous death, 
Tliat day and night, and heaven and earth, and time. 
And all the things hoped for or done therein 
Are changed to you, through your exceeding grief, 55 
Yet you would say, " I confess any thing :" 
And beg from your tormentors, like that slave, 
The refuge of dishonourable death. 
I pray thee, Cardinfil, that thou assert 
Mv innocence. 



Camillo (much moved). 

What shall we think, my Lords ? co 

Shame on these tears! I thought the heart was frozen 
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Which is their fountain. I would pledge my soul 
That she is giiiltless. 

Judge. 
Yet she must be tortured. 

Camillo. 

I would as soon have tortured mine own nephew^ 

(If he now lived he would be just her age ; c 

His hair, too, was her colour, and his eyes 

Like her*s in shape, but blue and not so deep) 

As that most perfect image of God*s love 

That ever came sorrowing upon the earth. 

She is as pure as speechless infancy! it 

Judge. 

Well, be her purity on your head, my Lord, 

If you forbid the rack. His Holiness 

Enjoined us to pursue this monstrous crime 

By the severest forms of law j nay even 

To stretch a point against the criminals. 75 

The prisoners stand accused of parricide 

Upon such evidence as justifies 

Torture. 

Beatrice. 
Wliat evidence ? This man's ? 



Judge. 



Even so. 



Beatrice {to Marzio). 
Come near. And who art thou thus chosen forth 

' In Shelley's two ediUons there is use a parentheeiB, and acci d entall y 
a colon at nephew, probably placed left standing there, 
there before it had occurred to him to 
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Out of the multitude of living men 
To kill the innocent ? 

Marzio. 

I am Marzio, 8o 

Tliy father's vassal. 

Beatrice. 

Fix thine eyes on mine ; 
Answer to what I ask. 

(turning to the Juihjefi) 
I prithee mark 
His countenance: imlike bold calumny 
Wliicli sometimes dares not speak the thing it looks, 
He dares not look the tiling he speaks, but bends ss 
His gaze on the blind earth. 

{to Marzio) 

What! wilt thou say 
That I did murder my own father? 

Marzio. 

Oh! 
Spare me ! My brain swims round. . . I cannot speak. . . 
It was that horrid torture forced the truth. 
Take me away ! Let her not look on me ! 90 

I am a guilty miserable wretch ; 
I have said all I know ; now, let me die ! 

Beatrice. 

My Lords, if by my nature I had been 

So stem, as to have planned the crime alleged, 

Wliicli your suspicions dictate to this slave, 95 

And the rack makes him utter, do you think 

I should have left tliis two-edged instrument 

Of my misdeed ; this man, this bloody knife 

VOL. II. I 
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With my own name engraven on the heft, m 

Lying unsheathed amid a world of foes. 

For my own death ? That with such horrible need 

For deepest silence, I should have neglected 

So trivial a precaution, as the making 

His tomb the keeper of a secret written w 

On a tliief s memory ? \Vliat is liis poor life ? 

WHiat are a thousand lives ? A parricide 

Had trampleil them like dust ; and, see, he lives ! 

{turnw{f to Marzio) 
And thou . . . 

Makzio. 

Oh, spare me ! Speak to me no more ! 
That stern yet piteous look, those solemn tones, n* 
Wound worse than torture. 

{to the Judffcs) 

I have told it all ; 
For pitv's sake lead me awav to death. 

Camillo. 

Guanls, lead liim nearer the Lady Beatrice, 

He shrinks from her regard like autumn's leaf 

From the keen breath of the serenest north. n^ 

llKATRICE. 

Oh, thou who tremblest on the giddy verge 

Of life and death, pause ere thou answerest me ; 

So mayst thou answer God with less dismay : 

What evil have we done thee ? I, alas ! 

Have lived but on tliis earth a few sad vears i^ 

And so my lot was ordered, that a father 

First turned the moments of awakening life 
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To drops, each poisoniug youth's sweet hope; and then 

Stabbed with one blow my everlasting soul; 

And my untainted fame ; and even that peace 125 

Wliich sleeps within the core of the heart*s heart ; 

But the wound was not mortal; so my hate 

Became tlie only worship I could lift 

To our great father, who in pity and love. 

Armed thee, as thou dost say, to cut him off; 130 

And thus his wrong becomes my accusation; 

And art thou the accuser ? If thou hopest 

Mercy in heaven, shew justice upon earth : 

Worse than a bloody hand is a hard heart. 

If thou hast done murders, made thy life*s path 135 

Over the trampled laws of God and man, 

Eush not before thy Judge, and say: "My maker, 

" I have done this and more ; for there was one 

" Who was most pure and innocent on earth ; 

" And because she endured what never any 140 

" Guilty or innocent endured before : 

" Ikcause her wrongs could not be told, not thought ; 

" Because thy hand at length did rescite her ; 

" I with my wonls killed her and all her kin." 

Tliink, I adjure you, what it is to slay 145 

The reverence living in the minds of men 

Towards our ancient house, and stainless fame ! 

Tliink what it is to strangle infant pity. 

Cradled in the belief of guileless looks. 

Till it become a crime to suflFer. Think I'w 

AMiat 'tis to blot with infamy and blood 

All that which shews like innocence, and is, 

Hear me, great God! I swear, most innocent, 

So that the world lose all discrimination 

Between the sly, fierce, wild regard of guilt, ir>6 

And that which now compels tlice to rei)ly 

To what I ask : Am I, or am I not 

I 2 
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A. parricide ? 

ifiXRZlO, 

Thou art not ! 

JUPGE. 

Wliat is this ? 

Marzio. 

I Iiere declare those whom I did accuse 

Are innocent. 'Tis I alone am guilty. i« 

Judge. 

Drag him away to torments ; let them be 
Subtle and long drawn out, to t<?ar the folds 
Of the heart's inmost celL Unbind liim not 
Till he confess. 

Marzio. 

Torture me as ye will : 

A keener pain^ has %\Tung a higher truth i« 

From my last breath. Slie is most innocent! 

Bloodhoimds, not men, glut yourselves well with me; 

I will not give you that fine piece of nature 

To rend and ruin. 

(Exit Marzio, ^iard€(i.) 

Camillo. 
What say ye now, my Lords ? 

Judge. 
Let tortures strain the truth till it be white i? 



* In the first edition we read a Mrs. Shelley, however, adheres to Un 

kemer pain, in the second, a keener first ^tion ; and Mr. Roesetti follow 

pang, — a variation which commends her. 
itself to me as probably Shelley's own. 
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As snow thrice sifted by the frozen wind. 

Camillo. 
Yet stained with blood. 

Judge (to Beatrice). 

Know you this paper, Lady? 

Beatrice. 

Entrap me not with questions. Who stands here 

As my accuser? Ha! wilt thou be he, 

Who art my judge ? Accuser, witness, judge, 175 

WTiat, all in one ? Here is Orsino's name ; 

Wliere is Orsino? Let his eye meet mine. 

What means this scrawl? Alas! Ye know not what, 

And therefore on the chance that it may be 

Some e^'il, will ye kill us ? 

Enter an Officer, 

Officer. 

Marzio's dead. iso 

Judge. 
What did he say ? 

Officer. 

Notliing. As soon as we 
Had lx)und him on the wheel, he smiled on us, 
As one who baffles a deep adversary; 
And holding his breatli, died. 

Judge. 

Tliere remains notliing 
But to api)ly tlie question to those prisoners, i85 
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■\Vlio yet reiimiu stubborn. 

Camillo. 

I overrule 
Furtlier proceed iiif^s, and in the behalf 
Of these most innocent and noble persons 
Will Use my interest with tlie Holy Father. 

Jl'DCE. 
Let the Pope's pleasure then Ije done, ileanwhile u 
Conduct these culjirits each to separate cells ; 
And be the engines ready: for tliis ni>;ht 
If the Pole's resolution be as grave, 
I'ioiis, and just as once, I'll wring the tnith 
Out of those in.T\"cs and sinews, groan by groan. n 
{£jeHiit., 



ruE Cell of a Pbibos. BEATRICE is discovered asleep os i 

coich ; kntkb bernardo. 

Kehxauihi. 
How gently sluml>er rests uixin her face, 
Like the last thouglits of some day sweetly spent 
Closing in night and dreams, and so prolonged. 
After such torments as she bore hist night. 
How light and soft her breathing comes. Ay, me '^ ■■ 
Methinks that I shall never sleep again. 
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But I must shake tlie heavenly dew of rest 

From this sweet folded flower, thus. . . wake ! awake ! 

What, sister, canst thou sleep ? 

Beatrice {moaking). 

I was just dreaming 
Tliat we were all in Paradise. Tliou knowest lo 

This cell seems like a kind of Paradise 
After our father s presence. 

Bernardo. 

Dear, dear sister, 
Wouhl that thy dream were not a cbeam ! 0, God ! 
How shall I toll ? 

Beatrice, 
Wliat wouldst thou tell, sweet brother? 

Bernardo. 

Ix)ok not so calm and happy, or even whilst ^^ 

I stand considering what I have to say 
My heart will break. 

Beatricr 

See now, thou mak'st me weep : 
How very friendless thou wouldst be, dear cliild, 
If I were dead. Say what thou hast to say. ' 

Bernardo. 

Tliey have confessed ; they could endure no more 20 

The tortures. . . 

Beatrice. 
Ha ! What was there to confess ? 
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Tliey must have told some weak and wicked lie 
To flatter their tonnentors. Have they said 
That they were guilty ? 0, white innocence, 
That tliou shouldst wear the mask of guilt to hide 
Tliine awful and serenest countenance 
From those who know thee not! 

Enter Judge ivith Lucretia and Gl\como, guarded. 

Ignoble hearts! 
For some brief spasms of pain, wliich are at least 
As mortal as the limbs through which they pass, 
Are centuries of high splendour laid in dust ? » 

And that eternal honour which should live 
Sunlike, above the reek of mortal fame, 
Changed to a mockery and a bye- word ? What ! 
Will you give up these bodies to be dragged 
At horses'^ lieels, so that our hair should sweep » 

The footsteps of the vain and senseless crowd. 
Who, that they may make our calamity 
Their worship and their spectacle, will leave 
Tlie churches and the theatres as void 
As their own hearts ? Shall the light multitude « 

Fling, at their choice, curses or faded pity. 
Sad funeral flowers to deck a living corpse. 
Upon us as we pass to pass away. 
And leave. . . what memory of our having been ? 
Infamy, blood, terror, despair? thou, 45 

Wlio wert a mother to the parentless, 
Kill not thy child! Let not her wrongs kill thee! 
Brother, lie down with me upon the rack. 
And let us each be silent as a corpse; 
It soon will be as soft as any grave. w 

Tis but tlie falsehood it can WTing from fear 

* In the first edition, hortcB, 
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Makes the rack cruel 

GlACOMO. 

They will tear the truth 
Even from thee at last, those cruel pains: 
For pity's sake say thou art guilty now. 

LUCRETIA. 

0, speak the truth ! Let us all quickly die ; 55 

And after death, God is our judge, not they; 
He will have mercy on us. 

Bernardo. 

If indeed 
It can 1)0 true, say so, dear sister mine; 
And then the Pope will surely pardon you, 
And all be well. 

Judge. 

Confess, or I will warp eo 

Your limbs with such keen tortures. . . 

Beatrice. 

Tortures ! Turn 

The rack henceforth into a spinning wheel! 

Torture your dog, that he may teU wlien last 

He lapped the blood his master shed . . . not me • 

My pangs are of the mind, and of the lieart, os 

And of the soul ; aye, of the inmost soul, 

"Wliich weeps within tears as of burning gall 

To see, in this ill world where none are true, 

My kindred false to their deserted selves. 

And with considering all the WTCtched life 70 

Which I have lived, and its now wTetched end. 

And the small justice shewn by Heaven and Earth 
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To me or mine; and what a tyrant thou art^ 
And what slaves these; and what a world we make, 
The oppressor and the oppressed .... such pangs compel n 
My answer. What is it thou wouldst with me ? 

Judge, 
Art thou not guilty of thy fatlier's death ? 

Beatrice. 

Or wilt thou rather tax high judging God 

Tliat he permitted sucli an act as that 

Wliich I have suffered, and which he beheld; m 

Made it unutterable, and took from it 

All refuge, all revenge, all consequence, 

But that which thou hast called my father s death i 

Which is or is not what men call a crime. 

Which either I have done, or have not done; ss 

Say what ye will. I shall deny no more. 

If ye desire it thus, thus let it be. 

And so an end of all. Now clo your will ; 

Xo other pains shall force another word. 

Judge. 

She is convicted, but has not confessed. » 

Be it enough. Until their final sentence 

Let none have converse with them. You, young Lord, 



Linger not here! 



Beatrice. 
0, tear him not away! 



Judge. 
Guards do your duty. 



Bernardo {Emhracing Beatrice). 

Oh! would ve diWde 
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Bodv from soul ? 

Officer. 
Tliat is the headsman's business. 05 
{EjL'cunt all hut Lucretia, Beatrice, mid Gucomo.) 

GlACOMO. 

Have I copfessed ? Is it all over now ? 

No hope ! No refuge ! 0, weak, wicked tongue 

Wliich hast destroyed me would that thou hadst been 

Cut out and thrown to dogs first !^ To have killed 

My father first, and then betrayed my sister; ^^ 

Aye, thee! the one thing innocent and pure 

In this black guilty world, to that wliich I 

So well deserve ! My wife ! my little ones ! 

Destitute, helpless, and I . . . Father! God ! 

(.'anst thou forgive even the unforgiving, ^^•'^ 

When their full hearts break tlius, thus ! . . 

{Covers his face cnid wee^is) 

Lucretia. 

0, my child ! 
To what a dreadful end are we all come! 
Wliy did I yield? Why did I not sustain 
Those torments? Oh, that I were all dissolved 
Into these fast and unavailing tears, ^^^ 

WTiich flow and feel not I 

Beatrice. 

What 'twas weak to do, 
Tis weaker to lament, once being done; 



^ In Shelley*B two editions there is SheUey rightly eubetitutes a note of 
a note of interrogation at firtty — ob- exclamation, 
^ioiisly a typographical error. Mrs. 
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Take cheer ! The God who knew my wrong, and made 

Our speedy act the angel of his wrath. 

Seems, and but seems to have abandoned us. ^^ 

Let us not think that we shall die for this. 

Brother, sit near me; give me your firm hand. 

You had a manly heart. Bear up! Bear up! 

0, dearest Lady, put your gentle head 

Upon my lap, and try to sleep awhile: ^* 

Your eyes look pale, hollow and overworn. 

With heaviness of watching and slow grief. 

Come, I will sing you some low, sleepy tune. 

Not cheerful, nor yet sad; some dull old thing, 

Some outworn and unused monotony, ^^ 

Such as our country gossips sing and spin. 

Till they almost forget they live : lie down ! 

So, that will do. Have I forgot the words? 

Faith! Tliey are sadder than I thought they were. 

SONG. 

False friend, wilt thou smile or weep ^^■ 

Wlien my life is laid asleep ? 
Little cares for a smile or a t^ar, 
The clay -cold corpse upon the bier! 

Farewell ! Heigho ! 

\Miat is this whispers low ? ^^ 

There is a snake in thy smile, my dear ; 
And bitter poison witliin thy tear. 

Sweet sleej), were death like to thee. 

Or if thou couldst mortal be, 

I would close these eyes of pain ; ^** 

When to wake ? Never again. 

0, World ! FareweU ! 

Listen to the passing bell! 
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It says, thou and I must part, 

With a light and a heavy heart. ^*^ 

{The scene closes.) 



SCENE IV. 
A Hall of the Prison. Enter CAMILLO and BERNARDO. 

Camillo. 

Tlie Pope is stem; not to be moved or bent. 

He looked as calm and keen as is the engine 

'VMiich tortures and which kills, exempt itself 

From aught that it inflicts ; a marble form, 

A rite, a law, a custom : not a man. 5 

He frowned, as if to frown had been the trick 

Of his machinery, on the advocates 

I^resenting the defences, which he tore 

And threw behind, muttering with hoarse, harsh voice : 

" Which among ye defended their old father ^^ 

" Killed in his sleep ?" Tlien to another : " Tliou 

" Dost this in virtue of thy place ; 'tis well." 

He turned to me then, looking deprecation. 

And said these three words, coldly: "They must die." 

Bernardo. 
And yet you left him not ? 



Camillo. 

I urged him still; 
Pleading, as I could guess, the de\alish wrong 
WHiich prompted your unnatural parent's death. 



15 
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And he replied : " Paolo Santa Croce 

" Murdered his motlier yester evening, 

**And he is fled. Parricide grows so rife 

"Tliat soon, for some just cause no doubt, the young ai 

"Will strangle us all, dozing in our chairs. 

"Authority, and power, and hoary hair 

"Are grown crimes capital. You are my nephew, 

" You come to ask their pardon ; stay a moment ; » 

" Here is their sentence ; never see me more 

" Till, to the letter, it be all fulfilled." 

Bernardo. 

0, God, not so ! I did believe indeed 

That all you said was but sad preparation 

For happy news. 0, there are words and looks » 

To bend the sternest purj^ose ! Once I knew them, 

Now I forget them at my dearest need. 

What think you if I seek him out, and bathe 

His feet and rol)e with hot and bitter tears ? 

Importune him with prayers, vexing his brain » 

With my perpetual cries, until in rage 

He strike me with liis pastoral cross, and trample 

Upon my prostrate head, so that my l)lood 

May stain the senseless dust on which he treads. 

And remorse waken mercy ? I will do it ! 40 

O, wait till I return ! 

(ruslics oul.) 

Camillo. 

Alas I poor boy ! 
A wreck-devoted seaman thus might pray 
To the deaf sea. 

Enter LucRETiA, Beatrice and Giacomo, guarded. 
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BE.VTRICE. 

I hardly dare to fear 
That thou bring'st other news than a just pardon. 

Camillo. 

May God in heaven be less inexorable 45 

To the Pope's prayers, than he has been to mine. 
Here is tlie sentence and the warrant. 

Beatrice {Wildly). 

Oh, 
My God! Can it be possible I have 
To die so suddenly ? So young to go 
Under the obscure, cold, rotting, wormy ground! so 

To be nailed down into a narrow place; 
To see no more sweet sunshine ; hear no more 
Blithe voice of living thing; muse not again 
Upon familiar thoughts, sad, yet thus lost — 
How fearful ! to be nothing ! Or to be. . . 55 

Wliat ? 0, where am I ? Let me not go mad ! 
Sweet Heaven, forgive weak thoughts ! If there slioukl be 
No God, no Heaven, no Earth in the void world ; 
The wide, grey, lampless, deep, unpeopled world ! 
If all things then sliould be. . . my father's spirit, co 

His eye, his voice, his touch surrounding me ; 
Tlie atmosphere and breatli of my dead life ! 
If sometimes, as a shape more like himself, 
Even the form wliich tortured me on earth, 
Masked in grey hairs and wrinkles, he should come cs 
And wind me in his hellish anns, and fix 
His eyes on mine, and drag me down, down, down ! 
For was he not alone omnipotent 
On Earth, and ever present? Even tho' dead. 
Does not his spirit live in all that breathe, 70 
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And work for me and mine still the same ruin. 
Scorn, pain, despair ? Who ever yet returned 
To teach the laws of death's untrodden realm ? 
Unjust perhaps as those which drive us now, 
0, whither, whither ? 

LUCRETIA. 

Trust in God's sweet love, r- 
Tlie tender promises of Christ: ere night, 
Think we shall be in Paradise. 

Beatrice. 

'Tis past ! 
Wliatever conies my heart shall sink no more. 
And yet, I know not why, your words strike chill: 
How tedious, false and cold seem all things. I « 

Have met with much injustice in this world ; 
No diiference has been made by God or man. 
Or any power moulding my WTctched lot, 
'Twixt good or evil, as regarded me. 
I am cut ofi' from the only world I know, ss 

From liglit, and life, and love, in youth's sweet prime. 
You do well teUing me to trust in God, 
I hope I do trust in liim. In whom else 
Can any trust ? And yet my heart is cold. 

(During the latter speei'hes GiACOMO Iws 
retired eonversing with CaMILLO, who 
mnr goes out ; GlACOMO advances,) 

GlACOMO. 

Know you not, Mother . . . Sister, know you not ? » 
Bernardo even now is gone to implore 
The Pope to grant our pardon. 
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LUCRETIA. 

Cliild, perhaps 
It will be granted. We may all then live 
To make tliese woes a tale for distant years : 
O, what a tliought! It gushes to my heart os 

Like tlie warm blood. 

Beatrice. 

Yet both will soon be cold. 
O, trample out that thought! Worse than despair, 
Worse tlian the bitterness of death, is hope : 
It is the only ill which can find place 
t'pon the giddy, sharp and narrow hour loo 

Tottering beneath us. Plead with the swift frost 
That it should spare the eldest flower of spring : 
Plead with awakening earthquake, o'er whose couch 
Even now a city stands, strong, fair and free; 
Now stench and blackness yawn,^ like death. 0, plead 105 
With famine, or wind-walking Pestilence, 
Blind lightning, or the deaf sea, not with man ! 
Cruel, cold, formal man ; righteous in words. 
In deeds a Cain. No, Mother, we must die: 
Since such is the reward of innocent lives ; 110 

Such the alleviation of worst wrongs. 
And wliilst our murderers live, and hard, cold men. 
Smiling and slow, walk thro' a world of tears 
To deatli as to life's sleep; 'twere just the grave 
Were some strange joy for us. Come, obscure Death, 115 
And wind me in thine all-embracing arms! 
Like a fond mother hide me in thy bosom. 
And rock me to the sleep from which none wake. 
Live ye, who live, subject to one another 
As we were once, who now . . . 

^ In the firiit edition and thone of second edition ^fc/i, — a correction fur 
Mm. Shelley we read ifatons ; in the which we murtt give Shelley credit. 
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Beknardo rushes in. 

Bernardo. 

Ob, horrible! ia» 

Tliat tears, that looks, that hope poured forth in prayer. 

Even till the heart is vacant and despairs, 

Shoidd aU be vain! The ministers of death 

Are waiting round the doors. I thought I saw 

Blood on the face of one . . . what if 'twere fanev ? is 

Soon the heart's blood of all I love on earth 

Wiir sprinkle him, and he will wipe it oft' 

As if 'twere only rain. 0, life ! 0, world I 

Cover me ! let me be no more ! To see 

That perfect mirror of pure innocence i>' 

Wliert'in I gazed, and grew happy and grxxl, 

Shivered to dust ! To see thee, Beatrice, 

Wlio made all lovely tliou didst look ufK>n . . . 

Thee, light of life . . . dead, dark ! while I say, si:?ter, 

To hear I have no sister ; and thou. Mother, ijj 

Whose love was as a bond to all our loves . . .^ 

Dead! The sweet bond broken! 

IJnfer Camillo and Guards, 

Thev come! Let me 
Kiss those warm lips before their crimson leaves 
Are blidited . . . white . . . cold. Sav farewell, before 
Deatli cliokes that gentle voice ! 0, let me hear i* 

You speak ! 

Beatrice. 
Farewell, mv tender brother. Think 



' Thirf line in eo unlike Shcllev in 
its def€»ctivene8H as given in all e<li- 
tions known to nie except th<»fce of 
Mr. Ropsetti and Mr. W. B. Scott — 
Whr>fle love H'U a bond to all our lovt,*;*, — 
no like him in ita j)erfection with the 
word 08 inserted before a bond, that 



I have no doubt whatever that h( 
wr< »te or meant to writ* it so. and n^ 
hesitation in following Mr. Rc*#«?tti 
C<'n»i?are this line with the line 

13c a^ A mark btoniped on thine uuk^a 
brow, 

ill the next speech. 
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Of our sad fate with gentleness, as now : 

And let mild, pitying thoughts lighten for thee 

Tliy sorrow's load. Err not in harsh despair, 

But tears and patience. One thing more, my cliikl, u-^ 

For thine own sake be constant to the love 

Thou bearest us; and to the faith that I, 

Tho' ^\Tapt in a strange cloud of crime and shame, 

Lived ever holy and unstained. And tho' 

111 tongues shall wound me, and our common name iso 

Be as a mark stamped on thine innocent brow 

For men to point at as they pass, do tliou 

Forbear, and never think a thought unkind 

Of those, who perhaps love thee in their graves. 

So mayest thou die as I do ; fear and pain ir>5 

Being subdued. Farewell 1 Farewell ! Farewell ! 

Bernardo. 
I cannot sav, farewell! 

Camillo. 
O, Lady l^eatrice! 

Beatrice. 

Give yourself no unnecessary pain. 

My dear Lord Cardinal. Here, Motlier, tie 

lly girdle for me, and bind up this hair ir,o 

In any simple knot ; aye, that does well. 

And yours I see is coming down. How often 

Have we done this for one another; now 

We shall not do it any more. My Lord, 

We are quite ready. Well, 'tis very well. m> 

THE END 

[ok the cknci.] 
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[It would neem that a c«)niiiderable portion of Promeikeus UmbtMud w 

written iu 1818. In an undated letter to Mrs. Shelley written frum Piilitt 

t4) her at Eate, ap{>arently in September of that year, Sbdley aflk« her t» 

'' bring the sheetd " of that poem, which Bhe ** mil find nombered ircn 

one to twenty-flix on the table of the pavilion *' ; and in a letter to Peioock 

dated " Elste, October 8, 1818,*' he saya, " I have been writing — and indeed 

have juAt tini»hed the first act of a lyric and claHwoal drama, to be cdkd 

Prometheus Unbound." According to Mrs. Shelley he had meditated upn 

the subject, and written ])ortion8 during hia Italian traveb between tb^ 

final departure from England in the Spring of 1818 and the settlement it 

Kome in March, 1819, and only in the Spring of 1819 began to give h» 

undivided attention to it. Then, at all events, in the Baths of Canadk 

the first three acts were completed, before The Ccnci was composed : lie 

mentions Prometheus as " just finished ** — in a letter to Peacock dated 

6 April, 1819, — wherein he says, " I think the execution is better than aoy 

of my former attempts." This letter, of course, refers to the three actd «>nlT ; 

for, as Mrs. Shelley says in her note on Prometheus, " it was not till ecTenl 

months after, when at Florence, that he conceived a fourth act . . . ought to 

\ie added "; and this was not finished till near the end of December. 1S19. 

In a letter to Mr. and Mrs. Oisbome, dated " Pisa, May 26th, 1S2«:>," in 

accepting an ofTer made by them to correct the proof-sheets, he adds, '*I 

enclose you two little papers of corrections and additions, — I do not think you 

will find any difficidty in interi>oIating them into their proper place*." 

But on July 12th, 1820, he writ«j to Peact)ck (Praters Ma^zine, March, ly», 

p. 313), " I make hold to write to you on the news that you .are correcting my 

Prometheus, for which I return thanks." The Poem was published, with niDr 

smaller poems (see title-page and c<intents, reproduced opposite), a>"»'it 

August, 1820, in an octavo volume, consisting of fly-title Pnmdifvi 

Vuhound d-c d-c, title, contents, preface pp. VII to XV, fly-title Promtthnt 

Unbound with dramatis personrr, and text pp. 19 to 222, including the 

fly- title MUceUaueous Poems. The first fly- title has on the back aiivertw^ 

meuts of Tlie Ctnri, The Rerdt of Islam, Rosalind and Ifelen dr. and 

Alastor, and an imprint, ''Marchant, Printer, Ingram-Court, Fenchiuvh- 

Street, London." The contents is a " cancel -leaf " : what was originally 

printed there, I know not ; but it may be that Julian and Maddalo wa* 

mentioned in it, as Mr. Oilier did propose to print that poem in tb# 

volume ; but Shelley olijected. There are two pages of Ollier's miscellaoe^'t^ 

advertisements at the end of the book, including one of the Six W<fh' 

Tour, and ending with three announcements of forthcoming works, the 

last of which, anonymous, is " JTLIAN and MADDALO, and other Poemp."* 

In a letter to Mr. Oilier date^l " Pi.sa, November 10th, 1820," SheUcy 

says of Prometheus d'c. : "It is to l>e regrette<l that the errors of the press are 

so numerous, and in many resjKJctM so destructive of the sense of a s{«ecies of 

I)oetry which, I fear, even without this disadvantjige, few will understand ^-r 

like. I shall send you the list of errata in a day or two." He does not ?<*m 

t/> have sent it till the 20th of January 1821, — in a letter printed in the 

Sliellaj Memorials, but there misplaced and dated 1820 : he refers to it a? 

** a formidable list." Mrs. Shelley seems t^> have recovered it from Mr. Oilier, 

as she says in the note on Prometheus, in her first collected edition. **the 

verbal alterations in this edition of Prometheus are made from a list of errata, 

written by Shelley himself." This we must understand with a re8er\*ation ^' 

allow for errors of the press in her own e<lition. In Shelley's etlition the 

names of the speakers are sometimes given in full, at others abbrexiated, wnie- 

times placed over the centre of the speech, at others at the banning of thr 

first line : here, as in The Ccnci, I have followed Mrs. Shelley in giNTng every 

name in full over the centre of the speech. A gr»at j>art of the MS. oif 

Prometheus, carefully \\ritt<.*n, is in the i>o5session of Sir Percy Shelley ; uA 

an acc<junt of some of the variations shewn by it was given in The Wutmimdtr 

Rerie^r for July, ISTo.— H.B.F.] 
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PREFACE. 

[bt bhellet.] 

The Ch-eek tragic writers, in selecting as their subject any 
portion of their national history or mythology, employed 
in tlieir treatment of it a certain arbitrary discretion. They 
bv no means conceived themselves bound to adhere to tlie 
common interpretation or to imitate in story as in title 
their rivals and predecessors. Such a system would have 
amounted to a resignation of those claims to preference 
over their competitors whicli incited the composition. Tlie 
Agamemnonian story was exhibited on the Athenian theatre 
with as many variations as dramas. 

I have presumed to employ a similar licence. The 
" Prometheus Unbound " of uEschylus supposed the recon- 
ciliation of Jupiter with his victim as the price of the 
disclosure of the danger threatened to his empire by -the 
consummation of his marriage with Thetis. Thetis, accord- 
ing to this view of the subject, was given in marriage to 
Peleus, and Prometheus, by the permission of Jupiter, 
delivered from his captivity by Hercules. Had I framed 
my story on tliis model, I should have done no more than 
have attempted to restore the lost drama of yEschylus ; an 
ambition, which, if my preference to this mode of treating 
the subject had incited me to cherish, the recollection of 
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the high comparison such an attempt would challenge mij^Jit 
well a})ate!. But, in truth, I was averse from a catastrophe 
so feeble as tliat of reconciling the Cliampion with the 
Oppressor of mankind. Tlie moral interest of the fable, 
which is so powerfully sustained by the sufferings ami 
endurance of Prometheus, would be annihilated if we could 
conceive of liim as unsaying his high language and quail- 
ing before his successful and perfidious adversary. The 
only imaginary being resembling in any degree Prometheus, 
is Satan ; and Prometheus is, in my judgement, a more 
poetical character than Satan, because, in addition to 
courage, and majesty, and firm and patient opposition to 
omnipotent force, he is susceptible of being described as 
exempt from the taints of ambition, envy, revenge, and a 
desire for personal aggrandisement, wliich, in the Hero of 
Paradise Lost, interfere with the interest. The character 
of Satan engendei-s in the mind a pernicious casuistn' 
which leads us to weigh his faults with his wrongs, and 
to excuse the former because the latter exceed all measure. 
In the minds of those who consider that magnificent 
fiction with a religious feeling it engenders something 
worse. But ftometheus is, as it were, the type of the 
highest perfection of moral and intellectual nature, impelled 
by the purest and the truest motives te the l)est and 
noblest ends. 

This Poem was chiefly written upon the moimtainous 
niins of the Baths of Caracalla, among the flower}" glades, 
and thickets of odoriferous blossoming trees, wliich are 
extended in ever winding labjTinths upon its immense 
platforms and dizzy arches suspended in the air. The 
bright blue sky of Borne, and the efteet of the vigon>us 
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awakeiiing spring in tliat divinest climate, and the new 
life with wliich it drenches the spirits even to intoxication, 
were the inspiration of tliis drama, 

Tlie imagery which I have employed will be found, in 
many instances, to have been drawn from the operations 
of tlie human mind, or from those external actions by 
wliich they are expressed. This is unusual in modem 
poetry, although Dante and Shakspeare are full of in- 
stances of the same kind : Dante indeed more than any 
other poet, and with greater success. But the Greek 
poets, as writers to whom no resource of awakening the 
sympathy of their contemporaries was unknown, were in 
tlie habitual use of tliis power ; and it is the study of 
their works, (since a higher merit would probably be 
denied me,) to wliich I am willing that my readers should 
impute this singularity. 

One word is due in candour to the degree in which the 
study of contemporary writings may have tinged my com- 
position, for such has been a topic of censure with regard 
to poems far more popular, and indeed more desenedly 
popular, than mine. It is impossible that any one who 
inliabits the same age with such writers lis those wlio 
stand in the foremost ranks of our own, can conscien- 
tiously assure himself that his language and tone of 
thought may not have been modified by the study of the 
productions of those extraordinary intellects. It is true, 
that, not the spirit of their genius, but the forms in which 
it has manifested itself, are due less to the peculiarities 
of their own minds than to the peculiarity of tlie moral 
and intellectual condition of the minds among which tliey 
have been produced, Tims a number of \\Titers i>ossess 
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tlie form, whilst they want the spirit of those whom, ii is 
alleged, they imitate; because the former is the endow- 
ment of the age in which -they live, and the latter must 
be the uncommunicated lightning of their own mind. 

Tlie peculiar style of intense and comprehensive imj^ry 
which distinguishes the modern literature of England, lias 
not been, as a general power, the product of the imitation 
of any particular writer. The mass of capabilities remains 
at every period materially the same ; the circimistances 
wliich awaken it to action perpetually change. If England 
were di\dded into forty republics, each equal in population 
and extent to Athens, there is no reason to suppose but 
that, under institutions not more perfect than those of Athens, 
each would produce philosopliers and poets equal to those 
who (if we except Shakspeare) liave never been surpassed. 
We owe the great writers of the golden age of our litera- 
ture to that fervdd awakening of the public mind which 
shook to dust the oldest and most oppressive form of the 
Christian religion. We owe Milton to the progress and 
developement of the same spirit : the sacred Milton was, 
let it ever be remembered, a republican, and a bold inquirer 
into morals and religion. The great writers of our own age 
are, we liave reason to suppose, the companions and fore- 
runners of some imimagined change in our social condition 
or the opinions wliich cement it. The cloud of mind is 
discharging its collected lightning, and the equilibrium 
between institutions and opinions is now restoring, or is 
about to be restored. 

As to imitation, poetry is a mimetic art. It creates, but 
it creates by combination and representation, roetical 
abstractions are beautiful and new, not l)ecause the portions 
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of wliicli they are composed bad no previous existence in 
the mind of man or in nature, but because the whole 
produced by their combination has some intelligible and 
l>eautiftd analogy with those sources of emotion and thought, 
and with the contemporary condition of them : one great 
poet is a masterpiece of nature which another not only 
ought to study but must study. He might as wisely and 
as easily determine that his mind should no longer be the 
nurror of all that is lovely in the visible universe, as exclude 
from liis contemplation the beautiful which exists in the 
writings of a great contemporary. The pretence of doing it 
would be a presumption in any but the gixjatest ; the effect, 
even in liira, would be strained, unnatural, and ineffectual. 
' A poet is the combined product of such internal powers as 
modify the nature of others ; and of such external influences 
as ex.cite and sustain these powers ; he is not one, but both. 
Every man's mind is, in this respect, modified by all the 
objects of nature and art; by every word and every sug- 
gestion which he ever admitted to act upon his consciousness; 
it is the nurror upon which all fonns are reflected, and in 
which they compose one form. Poets, not otherwise than 
philosophers, painters, sculptors, and musicians, are, in one 
sense, the creators, and, in another, the creations, of their 
age. From this subjection the loftiest do not escape. There 
is a sunilarity between Homer and Hesiod, between ^Eschylus 
and Euripides, between Virgil and Horace, between Dante 
and Petrarch, between Shakspeare and Fletcher, between 
Drj'den and Pope ; each has a generic resemblance under 
which their specific distinctions are arranged. If this 
similarity be the result of imitation, I am willing to confess 
that I have imitated. 
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Let this opportunity be conceded to me of acknowledging 
tliat I have, what a Scotch philosopher characteristically 
terms, "a passion for reforming the world :"^ what passion 
incited him to write and publish his book, he omits to 
explain. For my part I had rather be damned with Plato 
and Lord Bacon, than go to Heaven with Paley and Malthus. 
But it is a mistake to suppose that I dedicate my poetical 
compositions solely to the direct enforcement of reform, or 
that I consider them in any degree as containing a reasoned 
system on the theory of himian life. Didactic poetry is my 

abhorrence ; notliing can be equally well expressed in prose 
that is not tedious and supererogatory in verse. My pur- 
pose has hitherto been simply to familiarize the highly 
refined imagination of the more select classes of poetical 
readers \viili beautiful idealisms of mond excellence ; aware 
that until the mind can love, and admire, and trust, and 
hope, and endure, reasoned principles of moral conduct are 
seeds cast upon the highway of life which the unconscious 
passenger tramples into dust, although they would bear the 
harvest of his happiness. Shoidd I live to accomplish what 
I purpose, that is, produce a systematical history of what 
appear to me to be the geuuine elements of human society, 
let not the advocates of injustice and superstition flatter 
themselves tliat I sliould take -.fechylus rather than Plato 
as my model. 

Tlie having spoken of myself with unaffected free<lom 
will need little apology with the amdid ; and let the 
uncandid consider that they injure me less than their own 
hearts and minds by misrepresentation. Wliatever talents 

* Mr. Rossetti iwintrt out in a note Forsyth's Principle of Moral Scienn. 
that this phrase is to be found in 
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a person may possess to amuse and instruct others, be they 
ever so inconsiderable, he is yet lx)und to exert them : if 
his attempt be ineffectual, let the punishment of an 
imaccomplished purpose have been sufficient ; let none trouble 
themselves to heap the dust of oblivion upon his eflforts ; 
the pile they raise wiU betray his grave which might 
otherwise have been unknown. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONJi 



Prometheus. 
Demogorgon. 
Jupiter. 
The Earth. 

OCE.VN. 

AroLLO. 

AIercuuv. 

Hercules. 

Asia ^ 

Panthea > Oceaiiides. 

lOXE ^ 

The Phantasm of Jupiter. 
The Spirit of the Earth. 
The Spirit of the Moon.^ 
Spirits of the Hours. 
Spirits. Echoes. Fauxs.- 

FURIES. 



^ No such dramatis persona as The plie<l in Mrs. Shelley's first editi* 
Spirit of the M(K»n in given in this 1839. 
liflt in Shelley's e<lition. It wjw sup- ' I" the first edition, Fawn*: 
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ACT I. 



Scene, a Ravine op Icy Rocks in the Indian Caucasus. 
PROMETHEUS is discovered bound to the Precipice. 
PANTHEA AND lONE are seated at his Feet. Time, 
NiQHT. During the Scene, Morning slowly breaks. 



Prometheus. 

Monarch of Gods and Daemons, and all Spirits 

But One, who tlirong those bright and rolling worlds 

Which Thou and I alone of living things 

Behold with sleepless eyes ! regard this Earth 

Made multitudinous with thy slaves, whom thou 5 

Bequitest for knee-worship, prayer, and praise, 

And toil, and hecatombs of broken hearts, 

With fear and self-contempt and barren hope. 

Whilst me, who am thy foe, eyeless in hate, 

Hast thou made reign and triumph, to thy scorn, 10 

O'er mine own misery and thy vain revenge. 

Three thousand years of sleep-unsheltered hours, 

And moments aye divided by keen pangs 

Till they seemed years, torture and solitude, 
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Scorn and despair, — these are mine empire.^ 
More glorious far than that which thou surveyest 
From tliine unenvied throne, 0, Mighty God! 
Almighty, had I deigned to share the shame 
Of tliine ill tyranny, and hung not here 
Nailed to this wall of eagle-baffling moimtain, 
Black, wintry, dead, unmeasured; without herb, 
Insect, or beast, or shape or sound of life. 
All me! alas, pain, pain ever, for ever! 

No change, no pause, no hope! Yet I endure. 

I ask the Earth, have not the mountains felt? s 

I ask yon Heaven, the all-beholding Sun, 

Has it not seen ? The Sea, in storm or calm, 

Heaven's ever-changing Shadow, spread below, 

Have its deaf waves not heard my agony ? 

Ah me ! alas, pain, pain ever, for ever ! » 

9 

The crawling glaciers pierce me with the spears 
Of their moon-freezing crystals, ^ the bright chains 
Eat with their burnino: cold into mv lx)nes. 
Heaven's winged hound, polluting from thy lips 
His beak in poison not liis own, tears up » 

My heart ; and shapeless sights come wandering by, 
The ghastly people of the realm of dre^m. 
Mocking me: and the Earthquake-fiends are chargetl 
To wrench the rivets from my quivering wounds 
When the rocks split and close again behind: ^* 

While from their loud abysses howling throng 
The genii of the storm, urging the rage 
Of whirlwind, and afflict me with keen hail. 

^ So in all editions known to me ; canes used similar words with a lik< 

and i>erhai)8 there is no corruption. value ; but it is worth considering 

It is to be remarked that empire hivs whether empery vf9» not more like^ 

to be pronounced as a full trisyllable to have been employed by himinthii 

in order to complete the rhythm ; place, 

and Shelley has certiiinly in some * In Shelley's edition, ckryttaU. 
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And yet to me welcome is day and night, 

Whether one breaks the hoar frost of the mom, 

Or starry, dim, and slow, the other climbs 

The leaden-coloured east; for then they lead 

The wingless, crawling hours, one among whom 

— As some dark Priest hales the reluctant victim — 

Shall drag thee, cruel King, to kiss the blood 

From these pale feet, which then might trample thee 

If they disdained not such a prostrate slave. 

Disdain ! Ah no ! I pity thee. What ruin 

Will hunt thee imdef ended thro' the^ wide Heaven ! 

How will thy soul, cloven to its depth with terror. 

Gape like a hell within ! I speak in grief. 

Not exultation, for I hate no more. 

As then ere misery made me wise. The curse 

Once breathed on thee I would recall. Ye Mountains, 

AVhose many-voic6d Echoes, thro'^ the mist 

Of cataracts, flung the thunder of that spell ! 

Ye icy Springs, stagnant with wrinkling frost. 

Which vibrated to hear me, and then crept 

Shuddering thro' India ! Thou serenest Air, 

Thro' which the Sun walks burning without beams ! 

And ye swift Whirlwinds, who on poised wings 

Hung mute and moveless o'er yon hushed abyss. 

As thunder, louder than your own, made rock 

Tlie orbM world! If then my words had power. 
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^ Although there is do authority for 

erasing the word thCt I have not the 

slightest doubt that the passage 

should stand thus : — 

What ruin 
Will hunt thee undefended thro' wide Heaven ! 

Rhythm and sense combine to enforce 
this conclusion : the irr^iilarity of 
measure is unlike Shelley ; he con- 
stantly, though not invariably, uses 
Heaven for the empire of the Qods, 
and the heaven when he means merely 
the sky ; and here the reference is 



surely to the empire from which 
Jupiter is to be chased. See line 
373 of this scene, — 

Wliich may transfer the sceptre of ^4de 
Heaven, 

and also line 46, Scene 4, Act II, 
where it is said of Jupiter that Pro- 
metheus 

Clothed him with the dominion of wide 
Heaven. 

• Si-elt thrmigh in Shelley's e<lition, 
in exception from his genenil practice. 
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Though I am changed so that aught evil wish 
Is dead within; although no memory be 
Of what is hate, let them not lose it now ! 
AVliat was that curse ? for ye all heard me speak 



First Voice: from the 



MOUSTTAUrS. 



Thi-ice three hundred thousand years 
O'er the Earthquake's couch we stood: 

Oft, as men convulsed with fears. 
We trembled in our multitude. 

Second Voice: raoM the spRraosL 

Thunder-bolts had parched our water, 
We had been stained with bitter blood, 

And had run mute, 'mid slirieks of slaughter, 
Thro' a city and a solitude. 

Third Voice : from the air. 

I had clothed, since Earth uprose, 
Its wastes in colours not their own, 

And oft had my serene repose 

Been cloven by many a rending groan. 

r OURTH V DICE : from the whirlwinds. 

We had soared beneath these mountains 
Unresting ages; nor had thunder, 

Xor yon volcano's flaming fountains, 
Xor any power above or under 
Ever made us mute with wonder. 

First Voice. 

But never bowed our snowy crest 
As at the voice of thine unrest. 
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Second Voice. 

Never such a sound before 

To the Indian waves we bore. 

A pilot asleep on the howling sea 95 

Leaped up from the deck in agony, 

And heard, and cried, "Ah, woe is me!" 

And died as mad as the wild waves be. 

Third Voice. 

By such dread words from Earth to Heaven 
My still realm was never riven : 100 

When its wound was closed, there stood 
Darkness o'er the day like blood. 

Fourth Voice. 

And we shrank back : for dreams of ruin 

To frozen caves our flight pursuing 

Made us keep silence — thus — ^and thus — los 

Though sQence is a^ heU to us. 

The Earth. 

le tongueless Caverns of the craggy hills 

led, ' Misery ! ' then ; the hollow Heaven replied, 

lisery ! ' And the Ocean's purple waves, 

imbing the land, howled to the lashing winds, 110 

ad the pale nations heard it, * Misery ! ' 

Prometheus. 

hear a sound of voices : not the voice 

liich I gave forth. Mother, thy sons and thou 



I Mtb. Shelley's editions of 1839 Shelley's edition, as given above ; 

ne reads and I suspect that this change of Mrs. 

Thoagh dlenoe is a$ bell to lu. Shelley's was accidental rather than 

x)68etti reverts to the reading of based on Shelley's list of errata. 
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Scorn him, without whose all-endoiing will 
Beneath the fierce omnipotence of Jove, 
Botli they and thou had vanished, like thin mist 
Unrolled on the morning wind. Know ye not me, 
Tlie Titan ? He who made his agony 
The barrier to your else all-conquering foe? 
Oh, rock-embosomed lawns, and snow-fed streams, 
Now seen athwart frore vapours, deep below, 
Thro* whose o'ershadowing woods I wandered once 
AVitli Asia, drinking life from her loved eyes; 
AVliy scorns the spirit which informs ye, now 
To commune with me? me alone, who checked,* 
As one who checks a fiend-drawn charioteer. 
The falsehood and the force of him who reigns 
Supreme, and with the groans of pining slaves 
Fills your dim glens and licjuid wildernesses : 
Whv answer ve not, still ? Brethren! 



The Earth. 



Thev dare not.* 



rKOMETHEUS. 

Who dares T for 1 would hear that curse again. 

Ha, what an awful whisper rises up ! 

'Tis scarce like sound : it tingles thro* the frame 

As lightning tingles, hovering ere it strike. 

Speak, Spirit ! from thine inorganic voice 

1 only know that thou art moving near 

And love. 2 How cui^ed I him ? 



IS 



* In Shtillev's edition, rhirl'd. 

" I give thin jwiHWige exactly a« in 
the originsU e<lition au<l in Mr8. Shel- 
ley'B, a** I t»ee no grouml for hesita- 
ting to accept it art it Btau<l8 with 
conijilete 8Jitif»faction. Taking the 
]:>ai«iige iinaltere<l, Mr. Ko8«etti bjivh, 
he uudentandtt it to mean " I only 



know that thou [the Spirit of the 
Kjirth] art moving near me, and thai 
Love is also moving neiu- me,"— » 
senBe with which Mr. RoMetti i« tot 
]»roi)erly duwatitified, am he also v 
with the verl>al emeDdation lorii ftf 
loix\ which he proposes and reject*. 
Another emeDdation which he pro- 
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The Earth. 

How canst thou hear 
Wlio knowest not the language of the dead ? 

Prometheus. 
Thou art a living spirit; speak as they. 

The Earth. 

I dare not speak like life, lest Heaven's fell King 
Should hear, and link me to some wheel of pain 
More torturing than the one whereon I roll. 
Subtle thou art and good, and tho* the Gods 
Hear not this voice, yet thou art more than God 
Being wise and kind: earnestly hearken now. 

Prometheus. 

Obscurely thro' my brain, like shadows dim, 
Sweep awful thoughts, rapid and thick. I feel 
Faint, like one mingled in entwining love ; 
Yet 'tis not pleasure. 

The Earth. 
No, thou canst not hear : 



140 



146 



poeee, he characterizes as " too auda- 
cious to be intruded into the text " : — 

I only know that thou art moring near : 
And /ore — buw coned I him?- 

were any change needed, it seems to 
me that this, &ough very ingenious, 
would be ruinously out of place in 
its stagy abruptness. Mr. Swinburne 
{Es$aif$ and iStudUs, pp. 198-9) also 
rejects this proposal ; but he says it 
gives us *'a reasonable reading in 
place of one barely explicable,"* add- 
ing that he has always assumed the 
meaning to be '' That thou art mov- 
ing near, and dost love (me)." The 
meaning has always seemed to me 
perfectly obvious and perfectly beau- 
tiful, and the expression perfectly 



admissible, — " I only know that thou 

art moving near and / love " ; for 

surely Shelley would be likely enough 

to represent Prometheus as feeling 

a thrill of love on hearing the voice 

o{ his mother y the Elarth, even when 

that voice is so far disguised that he 

has to ask whose it is (see line 151) : 

indeed this thought is carried on in the 

closely subsequent words, 

Ifoel 
Faint, like one mingled in entwining love ; 

and I should not have thought there 
was any need for a note on this pas- 
sage, had not the two excellent critics 
referred to demonstrated that need 
by the interpretations and suggestions 
offered. 
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Thou art immortal, and tliis tongue is known 
Only to those who die. 




Prometheus. 

And what art thou, 
O, melancholy Voice ? . 

The Earth. 

I am the Earth, 
Thy mother; she within whose stony veins, 
jto the last fibre of the loftiest tree ^ 
Whose thin leaves trembled"* in the frozen air, 
Joy ran, as blood within a living frame, 
AMien tliou didst from her bosom, like a cloud 
Of glor}', arise, a spirit of keen joy ! 
And at thy voice lier pining, sons uplifted 
Tlieir prostrate brows from the polluting dust, \» 

And our almi^ijhty T^Tant with fierce dread 
Grew pale, until liis thunder chained thee here. 
Then, see those million worlds which burn and roll 
Around us: their inhabitants beheld 
lly sphered liglit wane in wide Heaven ; the sea i« 
Was lifted by strange tempest, and new fire* 
From earthquake-rifted mountains of bright snow 
Sliook its portentous hair beneath Heaven's frown; 
Lightning and Inundation vexed the plains ; 
Bhie thistles bloomed in cities ; foodless toails " i:* 

Within voluptuous chaml>ers panting crawled : 
Wlien riague had ftdlen on man, and beast, and worm, 
And Famine ; and black blight on herb and tree ; 
And in the corn, and Wnes, and meadow-grass. 
Teemed inenulicable poisonous weeds w 

Draining their growth, for my wan breast was dry 
AVith giief; and the thin air, my breath, was stained 
With the contagion of a mother s hate 
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Breathed ou her child's destroyer ; aye/ I heard 

Thy curse, the which, if thou rememberest not, iso 

Yet my innumerable seas and streams, 

Mountains, and caves, and winds, and yon wide air, 

And- the inarticulate people of the dead, 

Preserve, a treasured speU. Wjd meditate - 

In secret joy and hope those dreadful words iss 

But dare not speak them. 

r • 

Prometheus. 

% 

Venerable mother! 
All else who live and suffer take from thee 
Some comfort; flowers, and fruits, and happy sounds, 
And love, though fleeting; these may not be mine. * 
But mine own words, I pray, deny me not. loo 

The Earth. 

They shall be told. Ere Babylon was dust, 

The Magus Zoroaster, my dead^ cliild. 

Met his own image walking in the garden. 

That apparition, sole of men,, he saw. 

For know there are two worlds of life and death : 195 

One that which thou beholdest; but the other 

Is imdemeath the grave, where do inhabit 

The shadow's of aU forms that think and live 

Till death imite them and they part no more; 

Dreams and the light imaginings of men, 200 

And all that faith creates or love desires, 

Terrible, strange, sublime and beauteous shapes. 



■ 

^ Mr. Roflsetti, in pointing out that pression '' subsequent issues/* any 

dead is the word here in the first edi- claim to be considered as authorized 

taon, says that (2ear is " in subsequent by that list of Errata in Shelley's 

iMues." Deady however, is printed writing which his widow had before 

in Mrs. Shelley *s two editions of 1839 ; her in 1839. I think there can be no 

■o that the emendation dear has not, doubt that dead is right. 
as might be inferred from the ex- 



158 PROMETHEUS UNBOUND. [icti 

There thou art, and dost hang, -a writliing shade, 

'Mid wliii'lwiud-peopled mountains; all the gods 

Are there, and all the powers of nameless worlds, ! 

Vast, sceptred phantoms; heroes, men, and heasts; 

And Demogorgon, a tremendous gloom ; 

And he, the supreme Tyrant, on his throne 

Of burning gold. Son, one of these shall utter 

The curse which all remember. Call at will 

Tliine own ghost, or the ghost of Jupiter, 

Hades or Typhon, or what mightier Gods 

From all-prolific Evil, since thy ruin 

Have sprung, and trampled on my prostrate sous. 

Ask, and they must reply : so the revenge 

Of the Supreme may sweep thro' vacant shades. 

As rainy wind tliro* the abandoned gate 

Of a fallen palace. 

Prometheus. 

Mother, let not aught 
Of that which may be evil, pass again 
My lips, or those of aught resembling me. 
Phantasm of Jupiter, arise, appear! 

lOXK. 

My wings are folded o'er mine ears : 

ily wings are crossed o'er mine eyes : 
Yet thro' tlieir silver shade ' appears. 

And thro' their lulling plumes arise, 
A Shape, a throng of sounds ; 

May it be no ill to thee 
thou of many wounds! 
Near whom, for our sweet sister's sake, 
EVer thus we watch and wake. 
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Panthea. 

The sound is of wliirlwind underground, 

Earthquake, and fire, and mountains cloven ; 
The shape is awful like the sound, 

Clothed in dark purple, star-inwoven. 
A sceptre of pale gold 235 

To stay steps proud, o*er the slow cloud 
His veined hand doth hold. 
Cruel he looks, but calm and strong, 
Like one who does, not suffers wrong. 

Phantasm of Jupiter. 

Why have the secret powers of this strange world 240 

Driven me, a frail and empty phantom, hither 

On direst storms ? What unaccustomed sounds 

Are hovering on my lips, unlike the voice 

With wliich our pallid race hold ghastly^ talk 

In darkness? And, proud sufferer, who art thou? 245 

Prometheus. 

Tremendous Image, as thou art must be 
He whom thou shadowest forth. I am his foe, 
The Titan. Speak the words which I would liear, 
Although no thought inform thine empty voice. 

The Earth. 

Listen! And tho* your echoes must be mute, 250 

Grey mountains, and old woods, and haunted springs. 
Prophetic caves, and isle-surrounding streams, 
Eejoice to hear what yet ye cannot speak. 

* So in Shelley's and Mrs. Shelley's to prefer ghastly in this place on 

editions ; but Mr. Rossetti suggests account of the polarized meanhig of 

ghotUyy with some shew of reason : ffhottly as used in religious parlance ; 

I think Shelley might be expected and the wonl in the MS. is t/hoHly. 
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Phantasm. 

A spirit seizes me and speaks within : 
It tears me as fire tears a thunder-cloud. 

P.VNTHEA. 

See, how he lifts his mighty looks, the Heaven 
Darkens above. 

lONE. 

He speaks ! O shelter me ! 



Prometheus. 

I see the curse on gestures, proud and cold, 

And looks of firm defiance, and calm hate, 

And such despair as mocks itself with smiles, s* 

Written as on a scroll : yet speak : Oh, sjjcak I 

Phantasm. 

Fiend, I defy thee! with a calm, fixed mind, 
All that thou canst inflict I bid thee do; 

Foul T}Tant both of Gods and Human-kind, 

One only being shalt thou not subdue. » 

ll'din then thy plagues upon me here, 

Oliastly disease, and frenzy ing fear; 

And let alternate frost and fire 

Eat into me, and be thine ire 
Lightning, and cutting hail, and legioned forms •s^ 

Of furies, driving by uj>on the wounding storms. 

Aye, do thy worst. Thou art omnipotent. 

O'er all things but thyself I gave thee ix)weT, 

And my own will. Be thy swift mischiefs sent 
To blast mankind, from von ethereal tower. « 

Txit thy malignant spirit move 
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In darkness over those I love : 

On me and niine I imprecate 

The utmost torture of thy hate ; 
nd thus devote to sleepless agony, 
his undeclining head while thou must reign on high. 
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But thou, who art the God and Lord : O, thou, 
AVho fillest with thy soul this world of woe, 

To whom all things of Earth and Heaven do bow 
In fear and worship : all-prevailing foe ! 

I curse thee ! let a suflTerer's curse 

Clasp thee, his torturer, like remorse ; 

Till tliine Infinity shall be 

A robe of envenomed agony ; 
nd thine Omnipotence a crown of pain, 
> cling like burning gold roimd thy dissolving brain. 
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Heap on thy soul, by virtue of tliis Curse, 

111 deeds, then be thou damned, beholding good ; 

Both infinite as is the universe, 

And thou, and thy self-torturing solitude.^ 

An awful image of calm power 

Though now thou sittest, let the hour 
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^ This quatrain is given with the 
Kmctuation of SheUey's edition and 
Ux%. Shelley's first edition of 1839. 
In her second the full -stop at tolitude 
M dropped ; but this must be acciden- 
til Mr. Rossetti prints it thus : 

V^tton tby •ool, by rirtae of this curse, 
B dMdi : then be ihou damned, beholding 

Good 
iift iaflnite m it tiie anirerse, 
A>A thou, uod thy Belf-tortoring solitude ! 

Hi oootiderB " the idea predominant 
a Shelley's mind *' to have been, 
"beholdiiig both good infinite as is 
^ uuTerse and beholding also thy- 
■if and thy self -torturing solitude " ; 
hd he Admits that '' Shelley, if he 
this, did not »ny it " ; and he 

VOL II. 



therefore deems it safer to construe 
"beholding good infinite both as is 
the univense, and as art thou, and as 
is thy self-torturing solitude." But 
if either of these interpretations be 
correct, Shelley misuses both ; and it 
seems to me perfectly clear that both 
refers to good and evil deeds, — 
" heap ill deeds on thy soul, then be 
damned beholding good deeds ; both 
good and evil (being) infinite af< the 
universe is, and as thou art, and as 
thy self -torturing solitude is." Shel- 
ley's construction here is not more 
elliptical than it often is, and the 
punctuation seems to me both char- 
acteristic and sufficient for his jmr- 
pose. 



M 
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Come, when thou must appear to be 

That wliich thou art internally. 
And after many a false and fruitless crime 
Scorn track thy lagging fall thro' boundless space and t 

Prometheus. 
Were these my words, 0, Parent ? 

The Rvrth. 

Tliev were tliine. 

Prometheus, 

It (loth repent me : words are quick and vain ; 
Grief for awhile is blind, and so was mine. 
I wish no living thing to siiflFer pain. 

The Kvrth. 

Miserv, Oh niiserv to me, 

Tliat Jove at length should vanquish tliee. 

AVail, howl aloud, Land and Sea, 

Tlie Eartlfs rent lieart sliall answer ve. 
Howl, Si)irits of the living and the dead, 
Your refuge, your defence lies fallen and vanquisli 

First Echo. 
Lies fallen and vanquished ! 

SEroxi) Echo. 
Fallen and van([uishM ! 

loxE. 

Fear not : 'tis but some passing si>asm. 
The Titan is unvanquished stilL 
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But see, where thro* the azure chasm 

Of yon forked and sno\vy liill 
Trampling the slant winds on high 

With golden-sandalled feet, that glow 
I'nder plumes of purple dye, 820 

Like rose-ensanguined ivory, 

A Shape comes now. 
Stretching on liigh from his right hand 
A serpent-cintured wand. 

Panthea. 
s Jove's world-wandering herald. Mercury. 325 

Ione. 

And who are those with hvdra tresses 
And iron wings that climb the wind, 

WHiom the frowning God represses 
Like vapours steaming up behind, 

Clanging loud, an endless crowd — 330 

Panthea. 

Tliese are Jove's tempest-walking liounds, 
Wliom he gluts with groans and blood, 
Wlien charioted on sulphurous cloud 

He bursts Heaven's bounds. 

lONE. 

Are they now led, from the thin dead 335 

(3n new pangs to be fed ? 

Panthea. 
le Titan looks as ever, firm, not proud. 

First Fury. 

a ! I scent life ! 

M 2 
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Second Fury. 
I^t me but look into his eves! 

ft 

Third Fury. 

The hope of torturing him smells like a heap 
Of corpses, to a death-bird after battle. 

First Fury. 

Darest tliou delay, Herald ! take cheer, Hounds 
Of Hell : what if the Son of Maia soon 
Should make us food and sport — who can please loii 
The Omnipotent ? 

Mercury. 

Back to your towers of iron, 
And gnash, beside the streams of fire and wail. 
Your foodless teeth. ^ Geryon, arise! and Oorjon. 
ChinicTra, and tliou Sphinx, subtlest of fiends 
Who ministered to Thebes Heaven's poisoned wine, 
Unnatural love, and more unnatural hate : 
These shall perform your task. 

First Fury. 

Oh, mercy ! mercy ! 
We die with our desire : drive us not back ! 

Mercury. 
Crouch then in silence. 

^ In Shelley's e<lition thia passage Rossetti put a comma at.jf rr, bm 
is printed thus : at wail, thus converting wail fi 

noun into a verb. In the firet et 
And griarfj beside the rtreamsof lire and wail ^^ere being no point* in the i« 
Your focKlleM teeth. .., ° • l ^ i ^ ^ ' 

either sense might he underetotir 

The punctuation given in the text is the innovation of Mrs. Shelley w 
from the MS. in Sir Percy Shelley's a probable one, as it left ynajA 
possession. Mrs. Shelley and Mr. out an accusative. 
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Awful Suflerer 
To thee unwilling, most unwillingly 
3 come, by the great Father's will driven down, 
To execute a doom of new revenge. 355 

Alas! I pity thee, and hate myself 
That I can do no more : aye from thy sight 
Returning, for a season, Heaven seems Hell,^ 
So thy worn form pursues me night and day, 
Sniiling reproach. Wise art thou, firm and good, seo 
But vainly wouldst stand forth alone in strife 
Against the Omnipotent; as yon clear lamps 
That measure and divide the weary years 
From which there is no refuge, long have taught 
And long must teach. Even now thy Torturer arms sgs 
With the strange might of unimagined pains 
The powers who scheme slow agonies in Hell, 
And my commission is to lead them here. 
Or what more subtle, foul, or savage fiends 
People the abyss, and leave them to their task. 370 

Be it not so ! there is a secret known 
To thee, and to none else of living things. 
Which may transfer the sceptre of wide Heaven, 
The fear of which perplexes the Supreme : 
Clothe it in words, and bid it clasp his throne 375 

In intercession; bend thy soul in prayer. 
And like a suppliant in some gorgeous fane. 
Let the will kneel witliin thy haughty heart : 
For benefits and meek submission tame 
The fiercest and the mightiest. 

Prometheus. 

Evil minds sso 

' In Shelley*8 edition heaven and capitals, in exception to his usual 
heU are in this instance spelt without practice. 
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Change good to tlieir own nature. I gave all 
He has; and in return he chains me here 
Years, ages, night and day: whether the Sun 
Split my parched skin, or in the moony night 
The crystaP-winged snow cling round my hair: 
"VVliilst my beloved race is tnimpled down 
By his thought-executing ministers. 
Such is the tjTant's^ recompense : 'tis just : 
He who is evil can receive no good ; 
And for a world bestowed, or a friend lost, 
He can feel hate, fear, shame ; not gratitude : 
He but requites me for his own misdeed. 
Kindness to such is keen reproach, which breaks 
With bitter stings the light sleep of Eevenge. 
Submission, thou dost know I cannot trv : 
For wliat submission but that fatal wonl, 
The deatli-seal of mankiud's captivity, 
Like tlie Sicilian's hair-suspended sword, 
"VVhicli trembles o'er his crown, would he accept. 
Or could I vield ? Wliich vet I will not viekL 
Let others Hatter Crime, where it sits throned 
In brief Omnipotence : secure are they : 
For Justice, when triumpliant, will weep down 
Pity, not punishment, on her own wrongs. 
Too much avenged by those who err. I wait. 
Enduring thus, the retributive hour 
"\Miich since we sj)ake is even nearer now. 
But hark, the hell-hounds clamour : fear delav : 
Beliold ! Heaven lowei-s under thv Father's frown. 

Meucury. 

Oh, that we might be spared : I to inflict 
And thou to suffer ! Once more answer me : 

' III Shelley's e<litic»n, chryist*xl- - In Shelley's editiim, t^ratUs 

ivinf/cd. 
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Tlioii kiiowest uot the period of Jove's power ? 

Prometheus. 
I know but tliis, that it must come. 

Mercury. 

Alas! 
Thou caust not count thy years to come of pain ? 

Prometheus. 

They last while Jove must reign : nor more, nor less 415 
Do I desire or fear. 

Mercury. 

Yet pause, and plunge 
Into Eternity, where recorded time, 
Even all that we imagine, age on age. 
Seems but a point, and the reluctant mind 
Flags wearily in its unending flight, 420 

Till it sink, dizzy, blind, lost, shelterless ; 
l^erchance it has not numbered the slow years 
Wliich thou must spend in torture, um-eprieved ? 

Prometheus. 
Perchance no thought can count them, yet they pass. 

Mercury. 

If thou might'st dwell among the Gods the wliile 425 
Lapped in voluptuous joy ? 

Prometheus. 

I would not quit 
Tliis bleak ravine, these unrepentant pains. 
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Mercury. 
Alas! I wonder at, yet pity thee. 

Prometheus. 

Pity the self-despising slaves of Heaven, 
Not me, witliin whose mind sits peace serene. 
As light in the sun, tluroned : how vain is talk ! 
Call up the fiends. 

Ione. 

O, sister, look ! Wliite fire 
Has cloven to tlie roots yon huge snow-loaded cedar; 
How fearfully God's thunder howls behind ! 

Mercury. 

I must obey his words and thine : alas ! 
Most heavily remorse hangs at my heart ! 

Pantuea. 

See where the child of Heaven, with wingM feet, 
Euns down the slanted sunlight of the dawn. 

Tone. 

Dear sister, close thy plumes over thine eyes 
Lest thou behold and die : they come : they come 
Blackening the birth of day with countless wings. 
And hollow underneath, like death. 



First Fury. 



Prometheus ! 



Second Fury. 
Immortal Titan ! 



Third Fury. 
Champion of Heaven's slaves ! 



:r»l] prometheus unbound. 169 

Prometheus. 

He whom some dreadful voice invokes is here, 
Prometheus, the chained Titan. Horrible forms, 445 

A\Tiat and who are ye ? Never yet there came 
Phantasms so foul thro' monster-teeming Hell 
From the all-miscreative brain of Jove ; 
Wliilst I behold such execrable shapes, 
Methinks I grow like what I contemplate, 450 

And laugh and stare in loatlisome sympatliy. 

First Fury. 

We are the ministers of pain, and fear, 

And disappointment, and mistrust, and hate, 

And clinging crime; and as lean dogs pursue 

Thro' wood and lake some struck and sobbing fawn, 455 

We track all things that weep, and bleed, and live, 

WHien the great King betrays them to our will. 

Prometheus. 

Oh ! many fearful natures in one name, 

I know ye ; and these lakes and echoes know 

Tlie darkness and the clangour of your wings. 400 

But why more hideous than your loathM selves 

Crather ye up in legions from the deep? 

Second Fury. 
We knew not that : Sisters, rejoice, rejoice ! 

I^rometheus. 
Can aught exult in its defoimity ? 

Second Fury. 

The beauty of delight makes lovers glad, 405 

Gazing on one another : so are we. 
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As from the rose which the pale priestess kneels 
To gather for her festal crown of flowers 
The aerial crimson falls, flusliing her cheek. 
So from our A^ctim's destined agony 
Tlie shade wliich is our form invests us round, 
Else we are shapeless as our mother Night. 

Prometheus. 

I laugh your power, and his who sent you here, 
To lowest scorn. Pour forth the cup of pain. 

First Fury. 

Tliou thinkest we will rend thee bone from bone, 
And nerve from nerve, working like fire within? 

Prometheus. 

l*ain is my element, as liate is thine ; 
Ye rend nie now : I care not. 

Second Fury. 

Dost imagine 
We will but laiigli into thy lidless eyes ? 

Prometheus. 

I weigh not what ye do, but what ye suffer. 
Being evil. Cruel was the power which called 
You, or aught else so TVTetched, into light. 

Third Fury. 

Thou tliink'st we will live thro' thee, one by one, 

Like animal life, and tho' we can obscure not 

The soul which burns within, that we will dwell 

Beside it, like a vain loud multitude 

Vexing the self-content of wisest men : 

That we will be dread thought beneath thy brain, 
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[ foul desire round thine astonished heart, 

[ blood within thy labyrinthine veins 490 

\ling like agony. 

Prometheus. 

Wliy, ye are thus now ; 
am I king over myself, and rule 
torturing and conflicting throngs within, 
Jove rules you when Hell grows mutinous. 

Chokus of Fubies. 

m the ends of the earth, from the ends of the earth, 495 
ere the night has its grave and the morning its birth, 

Come, come, come ! 
ye who shake liills with the scream of your mirth, 
en cities sink howling in ruin; and ye 

with wingless footsteps trample the sea, 500 

1 close upon Slupwreck and Famine's track, 
chattering witli joy on the foodless wreck; 

Come, come, come! 
Leave the bed, low, cold, and red. 
Strewed beneath a nation dead; 506 

Leave the hatred, as in ashes 

Fire is left for future burning : 
It wiU burst in bloodier flashes 

Wlien ye stir it, soon returning: 
Leave tlie self-contempt implanted sio 

In young spirits, sense-enchanted. 

Misery's yet unkindled fuel: 
Leave HelVs secrets half unchanted 

To the maniac dreamer; cruel 
More than ye can be with liate 615 

Is he with fear. 

Come, come, come ! 
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We are steaming up from Hell's wide gate 
And we burthen the blast of the atmosphere, 
But vainly we toil till ye come here. 

lONE. 

Sister, I hear the thunder of new wings. 

Panthea. 

Tliese solid mountains quiver with the sound 
Even as the tremulous air: their shadows make 
The space within my plumes more black than night. 

First Fury.^ 

Your call was as a winged car 
Driven on wliirl winds fast and far; 
It rapt us from red gulphs of war. 

Second Fury. 
From wide cites, famine-wasted ; 

Third Fury. 
Ch'oans half heard, and blood untasted ; 

Fourth Fury. 

Kingly conclaves stern and cold, 

Where blood with gold is bought and sold; 

Fifth Fury. 

From the furnace, wliite and hot. 
In which — 



* Mr. Ro8«etti jittributes tlieHe five 
8i>eeche8 to Fourth Fury, Fifth Fury, 
Sixth Fury, Seventh Fury, and 
Eighth Fury, on the ground that 
the 8i>eakerH are " new arrivals, come 
tr> the Buminons contained in the 
preceding * Chorua of Furies.' " No 
doubt they are " new arrivals ;" but 



I do not think that is sufficient gr 
for the change made. Shelley 
have thought it clear enough tha 
previous speakers were First, Se< 
and Third Furies of one group, 
these First, Second, Third, Fc» 
and Fifth of another group. 
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A Fury. 

Speak not : whisper not : 
I know all that ye would tell, 
But to speak might break the spell ms 

AVliich must bend the luA-incible, 
The stern of thought; 
He yet defies the deepest power of Hell. 

Fury. 
Tear the veil! 

Another Fury. 

It is torn. 

Chorus. 

The pale stars of tlie moni 
Shine on a misery, dire to be bonie. uo 

Dost thou faint, miglity Titan ? We laugh thee to scorn. 
Dost thou boast the clear knowledge thou waken'dst for 

man? 
Tlien was kindled within liim a tliirst which outran 
Those perishing waters ; a thirst of fierce fever, 
Hoj)e, love, doubt, desire, whicli consume him for ever. m:> 
One came forth of gentle worth 
Smiling on the sanguine earth ; 
His words outlived him, like swift poison 

Withering up truth, peace, and pity. 
Look ! where round the wide horizon 550 

Many a million-peopled city 
Vomits smoke in the bright air. 
Mark that outcry of despair ! 
Tis his mild and gentle ghost 

Wailing for the faith he kindled : 555 

Look again, tlie flames almost 

To a glow-wonn's lamp have dwindled : 
The 8ur\'ivors round the embei-s 
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Gather in dread 

Joy, joy, joy ! m 

Past ages crowd on thee, but each one remembers, 
And the future is dark, and the present is spread 
Like a pillow of thorns for thy slumberless head. 

Semichorus T. 

Drops of bloody agony flow 

From his white and quivering brow. » 

Grant a little respite now : 

See a disenchanted nation 

Springs like day from desolation ; 

To Truth ^ its state is deilicate, 

And Freedom leads it forth, lier mate; / 

A legioned band of linked brothers 

"VMiom Love calls children — 

Semichorus XL 

Tis anotlier s : 
See how kindred murder kin : 
'Tis the vintage-time for death and sin: 
Blood, like new wine, bubbles within : 
Till Despair smothers 
The struggling world, which slaves and t}Tants win. 

[vl// the FrRlES vtniishj e^veept vm. 

I ONE. 

Hark, sister ! wliat a low vet dreadful OToan 
Quite unsuppressed is tearing up the heart 
Of the good Titan, as storms tear the deep. 
And beasts hear the sea moan in inlaud caves. 
Darest thou observe liow the fiends torture him ? 

* In the first edition, truthy vf\i\\ a small t. 



Pa NTH E A. 

Alas ! I looked forth twice, but will no more. 

Tone. 
Wliat didst thou see ? 

Panthea. 

A woful sight: a youth 
With patient looks nailed to a cnicifix. 585 

Ione. 
Wliat next ? 

Panthea. 

The heaven around, the earth helow 
Was peopled with thick shapes of human death. 
All horrible, and wrought by human hands, 
And some appeared the work of human hearts, 
For men were slowly killed by frowns and smiles: 59^^) 
And other sights too foul to speak and live 
Were wandering by. Let us not tempt worse fear 
By looking forth: those groans are grief enougli. 

FrRY. 

Behold an emblem : those who do endure 

Deep wrongs for man, and scorn, and chains, but lieap sa^ 

Thousandfold torment on themselves and him. 

Prometheus. 

Remit the anguish of that lighted stare ; 
Close those wan lips ; let that thorn- wounded brow 
Stream not with blood ; it mingles wath tliy tears ! 
Fix, fix those tortured orbs in peace and death, «» 

So thy sick throes shake not that crucifix. 
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So those pale fingers play not with tliy gore. 
0, horrible! Thy name I will not speak, 
It hath become a curse. I see, I see 
The wise, the mild, the lofty, and the just, i 

Whom thy slaves hate for being like to thee, 
Some hunted by foul lies from their lieart's liome, 
An early-chosen, late-lamented home ; 
As hooded ounces cling to tlie driven hind ; 
Some linked to corpses in unwholesome cells: 
Some — Hear I not the multitude laugh loud ? — 
Impaled in lingering fire: and mighty realms 
Float by my feet, like sea-uprooted isles, 
Whose sons are kneaded down in common blood 
Bv the red li*^ht of their own burnin*' homes. 

Fury. 

Blood thou canst see, and fire ; and canst hear groa 
Worse things, unheard, unseen, remain behind. 

Prometheus. 
Worse ? 

Fury. 

In each human lieiirt terror survives 
The ruin it has gorged: the loftiest fear 
All that thev would disdain to think were true : 
Hypocrisy and custom make their minds 
The f[\nes of many a worship, now outworn. 
They dare not devise good for man's estate. 
And yet tliey know not that they do not dare. 
The good want power, but to weep barren tears. 
The powerful goodness want : worse need for then 
The wise want love; and those who love want wi 
And all best things are thus confused to ill. 
Many are strong and rich, and would be just. 
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Bat tire among tlieir saffering fellow-men 

As if none felt : tliey know not wliat they do. 

PROJISTHErS. 
Tby words are like a cloud of wingM snakes ; 
And yet I pity those they torture not 

• FfRT. 
Tbou pitiest them ? I speak no more ! 

[ Vanishes. 

Prometheus. 

Ah woe! 
A-li woe ! Alas ! pain, pain ever, for ever ! 
I close my tearless eyes, but see more clear 
Thy works wiLliiu my woe-illumM mind, 

Thou subtle tyrant ' Peace ia in the grave. 

The grave hides all things beautiful and good : 

I am a God and cannot find it there, 

Kor would I seek it : for, though dread revenge. 

This is defeat, fierce king, not victory. 

The sights with which thou torturest gird my soul 

With new endurance, till the hour arrives 

TVhen they shall be no types of tilings whicli are. 

Panthra. 
Alrt-s! what sawest thou >. 

Promkthei's. 

Tliere are two woes ; 
To speak, and to behold; thou spare nie one. 
Katnea are there. Nature's sacred watch-words, they 
Were Iwrne aloft in bi-ight emblazonry ; 
The nations thronged arouiid, and orictl aloud, 
, Aa with one voice, Trath, liberty, ami love ! 
Suddenly fierce confusion fell from heaven 
i VOL. II. N 
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Among them : there was strife, deceit, and fear : 

Tyrants rushed in, and did divide the spoiL 

This was the sliadow of the truth I saw. cw 

The Earth. 

I felt thy torture, son, with such mixed joy 

As pain and virtue give. To cheer tliy state 

I bid ascend those subtle and fair spirits. 

Whose homes are the dim caves of human thought, 

And who inhabit, as birds wing the wind, eoo 

Its world-surrounding aether^ : they behold 

Beyond that twilight reahn, as in a glass, 

The future : may they speak comfort to thee ! 

Panthea. 
Look, sister, where a troop of spirits gather. 
Like flocks of clouds in spring's delightful weather, aa 
Thronging in the blue air ! 

Tone. 

And see ! more come. 
Like fountain-vapours when the winds are dumb. 
That climb up the ravine in scattered lines. 
And, hark l^ is it the music of the pines ? 
Is it the lake ? Is it the waterfall ? ero 

Panthea. 
'Tis something sadder, sweeter far than all. 

Chorus of Spirits. 

From unremembered ages we 

Gentle guides and guardians be 

Of heaven-oppressed mortality ; 

And we breathe, and sicken not, cs 

^ In Shelley's editioD, ether. of interrogation at harhj dearly a mis* 

' In Shelley's edition there is a note print for a note of exclamation. 
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The atmosphere of human thought : 
Be it dim, and dank, and grey. 
Like a storm-extinguished day, 
Travelled o'er by dying gleams ; 

Be it bright as all between cao 

Cloudless skies and windless streams. 

Silent, liquid, and serene; 
As the birds within the wind. 

As the fish within the wave, 
As the thoughts of man's own mind 085 

Float thro' all above the grave; 
We make there ^ our liquid lair. 
Voyaging cloudlike and unpent 
Thro' the boundless element : 
Thence we bear the prophecy oeo 

"WHiich begins and ends in thee ! 

Tone. 

More yet come, one by one: the air around them 
Looks radiant as the air around a star. 

First Spirft. 

On a battle -trumpet's blast 

I fled hither, fast, fast, fast, ao5 

'Mid tlie darkness upward cast. 

From the dust of creeds outworn. 

From the tyrant's banner torn, 

(fathering 'round me, onward borne, 

Tliere was mingled many a cry — 700 

Freedom ! Hope ! Death ! Victory ! 

Till they faded thro' the sky ; 

And one sound, above, around. 

One soimd beneath, aroimd, above, 

' In Shelley*8 edition we read these therr^ with authority, there can be 
ir there, Mrs. Shelley subAtitiitod little doubt. 

N 2 
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Was moving ; 'twas the soul of love ; 
'Twas the hope, the prophecy, 
Wliich begins and ends in thee. 

Second Spirit. 

A rainbow's arch stood on the sea, 
Wliich rocked beneath, immovably ;^ 
And the triumphant storm did flee. 
Like a conqueror, swift and proud. 
Between, with many a captive cloud,* 
A shapeless, dark and rapid crowd. 
Each by lightning riven in half: 
I heard the thunder hoarsely laugh: 
Mighty fleets were strewn like chaff 
And spread beneath a hell of death 
0*er tlie wliite waters. I alit 
On a great ship liglitning-split. 
And speeded liither on the sigh 
Of one wlio gave an enemy 
His plank, then plunged aside to die. 

Third Spirit. 

I sate beside a sage's bed, 
And the lamp was burning red 
Near tlie book where he had fed. 
When a Dream witli plumes of flame. 



7» 



71* 



711 






7i' 



* In Shelley's e<liti()n, immoreahlt/. 

' The only change made here is 
the insertion of commas after befireen 
an<i chnid, which seem absolutely 
iiecess4iry to the sense, though they 
are not in the first e<Ution, or in Mrs. 
Shelley's. Mr. Rossetti, while ])uuc- 
tuatiug the ]>asS(ige so as t^) give the 
same sense as above, says he feels 
uncertain whether biticeen, iisetl for 
t/ironf/h ("through the rainbow's 
arch"), is not a misprint, juid whether 
we should not read bcatreirn. I am 
satisfied that bettrt^en is the right 



word, first because Shelley uses ^• 
ttrcen for throur/h in AUiMoTy Une 4^4 
(see vol I, p. 36), . 
Between one foliAged lattice twinkling fair. 

and secondly because this identicsil 
image is to be foimd in Th( Chud,— 

Tlie triumphal arch through which I march 
Willi hurricane, fire, and biiow, 

Wlien tlie (towent of the air are chained U> ni.v 
chair. 
Is the uiilUon-ooloured bow ; 

nor do I see any reaaon whatever for 
preferring bestrevm. BetKten might 
even mean between arch and sea. 
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To his pillow hovering came, 

And I knew it was the same 

Which had kindled long ago 

Pity, eloquence, and woe ; 7:10 

And the world awhile below 

Wore the shade, its lustre made. 

It has born me here as fleet 

As Desire's lightning feet: 

I must ride it back ere morrow, -r, 

Or the sage will wake in sorrow. 

Fourth Spirit. 

On a poet's lips I slept 

Dreaming like a love-adept 

In tlie sound his breathing kept ; 

Nor seeks nor finds he mortal blisses, 740 

But feeds on the aerial^ kisses 

Of shapes that haunt thought's wildernesses. 

He will watch from dawn to gloom 

The lake-reflected sun illume 

Tlie yellow bees in the ivy-bloom, 745 

Nor heed nor see, what tilings they be ; 

But from these create he can 

Forms more real than living man, 

Nurslings of immortality ! 

One of these awakened me, 750 

And I sped to succour thee. 

lONE. 

tehold'st thou not two shapes from the east and west 

Jome, as two doves to one belovid nest, 

'win nurslings of the all-sustaining air 

>n swift still wings glide down the atmosphere ? 755 

ind, hark ! their sweet, sad voices ! 'tis despair 

lingled with love and then dissolved in sound. 

^ In the first edition, aerioL 
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Canst thou speak, sister? all my words are drownei 




Tlieir beauty gives me voice. See how they float 
On their sustaining wings of skiey grain, » 

Orange and azure deepening into gold: 
Their soft smiles light tlie .air like a star's fire. 

Chorus of Spirits. 
Hast thou beheld the form of Love ? 

Fimi Spirit. 

As over wide' doiuinious 
I sped, like some swift cloud that wings the wide airs 

wildernesses. 
That phmet-crested sliape swept by on lightning-braiJed 

pinions, '^ 

Scattering the liquid joy of life from his ambrosial tresses: 
His footsteps paved the world with light ; but as I p^t 

'twas fading. 
And lioUow Iluin yawned beliind : great sages bound in 

madness, 
And headless patriots, and pale youths who perished, uu- 

upbraiding, 
Gleamed in the night. ^ I wandered o'er, till thou, 

King of sadness, r:^ 

Turned ^ by thy smile the worst I saw to recoUecttxl 

gladness. 



^ I have little d<)ul>t that this full- obfterves, "grammar protest* again^'t 

Bio\t should be rumovetl. that." It will probably be thought 

- Mr. HoBsetti substitutes turn'st euphouy and truth to Shelley bUh 

for tunu'd, because, as he (juaintly " protest against " turn'tt. 
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Sixth Spuqt. 

All, sister! Desolation is a delicate thing: 

It walks not on the earth, it floats not on the air. 

But treads with killing^ footstep, and fans witli silent wing 

The tender hopes which lq their hearts the best and 

gentlest bear; m 

Who, soothed to false repose by the fanning plunies al>ovo 
And the music-stirring motion of its soft and busy feet. 
Dream visions of aerial joy, and call the monster, Love, 
And wake, and find the shadow Pain, as he whom now we 

greet. 

Chorus. 

Tho* Suin now Love's shadow be, tw 

Following him, destroyingly. 

On Death's white and wingfed steed, 
Which the fleetest cannot flee, 

Trampling down both flower and weed, 
Man and beast, and foul and fair, 785 

Like a tempest thro' the air; 
Thou shalt quell this horseman grim, 
Woundless though in heart or limb. 

Prometheus. 
Spirits ! how know ye this shall be ? 

Chorus. 

In the atmosphere we breathe, iw 

As buds grow red when the snow-storms flee, 

From spring gathering up beneath, 
Whose mild winds sliake the elder bnike, 
And the wandering herdsmen know 

> In Shelley's edtUon, treads with the MS. \a kUliwj. 
tSUmi foottUp ; but the adjective in 



I 



184 PROMETHEUS UNBOUND. 




That tlie white-thom soon will blow 
Wisdom, Justice, Love, and Peace, 
When they struggle to increase. 
Are to us as soft winds be 
To shepherd boys, the prophecy 
Which begins and ends in thee. 



Where are the Spirits fled ? 



Panthea. 

Only a sense 
Remains of them, like the omnipotence 
Of music, Avlien tlie inspired voice and lute 
I^inguish, ere yet tlie responses are mute, 
WTiich tliro' the deep and labjTintliine soul, ^<> I 

Like echoes tliro' long caverns, Avind and roll. 

Prometheus. 

How fair these air-born shapes ! and yet I feel 

Most vain all hope but love ; and thou art far, 

Asia ! who, when my being overflowed, 

Wert like a golden chalice to bright wine ^w 

Wliich else had sunk into the thirsty dust. 

All things are still : alas ! how heaxily 

This quiet moraiug weighs upon my heart; 

Tho' I should dream I could even sleep ^^'ith grief 

If slimiber were denied not. I would fain ?ii 

Be what it is my destiny to be, 

The saviour and the strength of suffering man, 

Or sink into the original gulph of things : 

Tliere is no agony, and no solace left ; 

Earth can console, Heaven can torment no more. *» 
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Panthea. 

Hast thou forgotten one who watches thee 

Tlie cold dark night, and never sleeps but when 

The shadow of thy spirit falls on her ? 

Prometheus. 
I said all hope was vain but love : thou lovest. 

Panthea. 

Deeply in truth; but the eastern stai* looks white, sas 

And Asia waits in that far Indian vale 

Tlie scene of her sad exile ; rugged once 

And desolate and frozen, like this ravine; 

But now invested with fair flowers and herbs, 

And haunted by sweet airs and sounds, which flow sao 

Among the woods and waters, from the ether 

Of her transfonning presence, which would fade 

K it were mingled not with thine. Farewell ! 



END OF the first ACT. 




ACT n. 



SCENE I. 

Morning. A lovely^ Vale in the Indian CAUCASua. ASIA 

ALONE. 

Asia.. 

From all the blasts of lieaven thou hast descended: 

Yes, like a spirit, like a thought, which makes 

Uuwonted teai-s throng to the horny eyes, 

And beatings haunt the desolated heart. 

Which should have learnt repose: thou hast descended i 

Cratlled in tempests ; thou dost wake, O Spring ! 

child of many winds ! As suddenly 

Thou comest as the memory of a dream, 

Whicli now is sad because it hath been sweet; 

Like genius, or like joy which riseth up i" 

As from the eailh, clotliing with golden clouds 

The desart^ of our life. 

This is the season, this the day, the hour; 

At sunrise thou shouldst come, sweet sister mine, 

« 

Too long desired, too long delaying, come! u 

How like death-worms the wingless moments crawl! 
The point of one white star is quivering still 



' So in the MS. and in the first edi- in Mr. Rossetti'iii. 
lion ; but londy in Mm. Shelley's and ^ In Shelley » edition, dttcrt. 
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Deej) in the orange light of widening mom 

Beyond the purple mountains : thro* a chasm 

Of wiod-divided mist the darker lake 20 

Eeflects it : now it wanes : it gleams again 

As the waves fade, and as the burning threads 

Of woven cloud unravel in pale air: 

Tis lost ! and thro' yon peaks of cloudlike snow 

The roseate sim-light quivers : hear I not 25 

The iEolian music of her sea-green plumes 

Winnowing the crimson dawn ? 

Panthea enters. 

I feel, I see 
Those eyes which bum thro* smiles that fade in tears. 
Like stars half quenched in mists of silver dew. 
BelovM and most beautiful, who wearest ao 

The shadow of that soul by which I live, 
How late thou art! the sphered. sun had climbed 
The sea ; my heart was sick with hope, before 
The printless air felt thy belated plumes. 

Panthea. 

Pardon, great Sister! but my wings were faint 35 

With the delight of a remembered dream, 

As are the noon-tide plumes of summer winds 

Satiate with sweet flowers. I was wont to sleep 

Peacefully, and awake refreshed and calm 

Before the sacred Titan's faU, and thy 40 

Unhappy love, had made, tliro' use and pity, 

Both love and woe familiar to my heart 

As they had grown to thine: erewllile I slept 

Under the glaucous caverns of old Ocean 

Within dim bowers of green and purple moss, 45 

Our young Tone's soft and milky arms 
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Locked then, as now, beliind my dark, moist hair, 
Wliile my shut eyes and cheek were pressed within 
The folded depth of her life-breathing bosom : 
But not as now, since I am made the wind 
Wliich fails beneatli the music that I bear 
Of thy most wordless converse ; since dissolved 
Into the sense with which love talks, my rest 
Was troul)led and yet sweet; my waking hours 
Too full of care and pain. 

Asia. 

Lift up thine eyes, 
And let me read thy dream. 

Panthea. 

As I have said 
. With our sea-sister at his feet I slept. 
The mountain mists, condensing at our voice 
Under the moon, had spread their snowy flakes, 
From the keen ice shielding our HnkM sleep. «» 

Then two dreams came. One, I remember not. 
But in tlie otlier liis pale wound-worn limbs 
Fell from l^rometheus, and the azure night 
Orew radiant with the glory of that form 
A\niieh lives unchanged within, and his voice fell «*• 
Like music wliich makes giddy the dim brain. 
Faint with intoxication of keen joy: 
** Sister of her whose footsteps jiave the world 
" With loveliness — more fair than aught but her, 
" Wliose shadow thou art — lift thine eves on me." :« 
1 lifted them : the overjwwering light 
Of that immortal shape was shadowed o'er 
By love; which, from his soft and flowing limbs. 
And passion-parted lips, and keen, faint eyes. 
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Steamed forth like vaporous fire; an atmosphere 75 

"Which wrapt me in its all-dissolving power. 

As the warm aether^ of the morning sun 

Wraps ere it drinks some cloud of wandering dew. 

I saw not, heard not, moved not, only felt 

His presence flow and mingle thro' my bloo<l so 

Till it became his life, and his grew mine, 

And I was thus absorbed,* until it past, 

And like the vapours when the sun sinks down, 

Gathering again in drops upon the pines. 

And tremulous as they, in the deep night ss 

My being was condensed; and as the rays 

Of thought were slowly gathered, I could hear 

His voice, whose accents lingered ere they died 

like footsteps of weak melody: thy name 

Among the many sounds alone I heard 90 

Of what might be articulate; tho' still 

I listened through the night when sound was none. 

lone wakened then, and said to me : 

" Canst thou divine what troubles me to night ? 

" I always knew what I desired before, »-. 

" Nor ever found delight to wish in vain. 

" But now I cannot tell thee what I seek ; 

" I know not; something sweet, since it is sweet 

" Even to desire; it is thy sport, false sister; 

'\ Thou liast discovered some enchantment old, 100 

" Wliose spells have stolen my spirit as I slept 

" And mingled it with thine: for when just now 

" We kissed, I felt within thy parted lips 

The sweet air that sustained me, and the warmth 
" Of the life-blood, for loss of which I faint, 105 

Quivered between our intertwining anus." 



tt 



■it 



' In Shelley's edition, ether, in this place exceptionally contracted 

* In the first edition, (tbaarbed is into abtorb'd. 
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I answered not, for the Eastern star grew pale, 
But fled to thee. 

Asia. 

Thou speakest, but thy words 
Are as the air : I feel them not : Oli, lift 
Thine eyes, that I may read his written soul! 

Panthea. 

I lift them tho' they droop beneath the load 
Of that they would express : wliat canst thou see 
But thine own fairest shadow imaged there ? 

Asia. 

Tliine eyes are like the deep, blue, boundless heaven 
Contracted to two circles underneath 
Their long, fine lashes ; dark, far, measureless, 
Orb within orb, and line tliro' line inwoven. 

Paxthelv. 
Wliy lookest thou as if a spirit past ? 

Asia. 

Tliere is a change : l^eyond their inmost depth 

I see a shade, a shape: 'tis He, arrayed 

In the soft light of his own smiles, wliich spread 

Like radiance from the cloud-surrounded moon.^ 

Prometheus, it is thine ! depart not yet ! 

Say not those smiles that we shall meet again 

Within thcat bright paWlion wliich their l)eams 

ShaU build on the waste world? The dream is told. 

WHiat shape is that between us ? Its rude hair 



* In the MS. this word w moon ; but has been misprinted nutrn. 
in Shelley's and subeequent editions it 
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liouglieiis tlie wind tliat lifts it, its regard 

la wild and quick, yet 'tis a tldng of air 

For thro' its grey robe gleams the golden dew 130 

\Miose stars the noon has quenched^ not. 

Dream. 

Follow! Follow! 

Panthea. 

It is mine other dream. 

Asia. 
It disappears. 

Panthea. 

It passes now into my mind. Methought 

As we sate here, the flower-infolding buds 

Burst on yon lightning-blasted almond-tree, iss 

Wlien swift from the wliite Scytliian wilderness 

A wind swept forth wrinkling the Earth with frost: 

I looked, and all the blossoms were blo^vn down; 

But on each leaf was stamped, as the blue bells 

Of Hyacinth tell Apollo's written grief, i4o 

O, FOLLOW, follow! 

Asia. 

As you speak, your words 
Fill, pause by pause, my own forgotten sleep 
With shapes. Methought among the lawns together 
We wandered, underneath the young grey dawn. 
And multitudes of dense white fleecy clouds i4.'> 

Were wandering in thick flocks along the mountains 
Shepherded by the slow, unwilling wind; 
And the white dew on the new bladed grass. 
Just piercing the daric earth, hung silently; 

^ In the first erlitioD, qtieneh'd. 



192 



PROMETHEUS UNBOUND. 



[icfn. 



cs 



w 



And there wa3 more which I remember not: 

But on the shadows of the morning clouds. 

Athwart the purple mountain slope, was written 

Follow, 0, follow! as^ they vanished by. 

And on each herb, froin which Heaven's dewhadfaDen, 

The like was stamped, as with a withering fire, w 

A wind arose among the pines ; it shook 

Tlie clinging music from their boughs, and then 

Low, sweet, faint sounds, like the farewell of ghosts, 

Were heard : Oh, follow, follow, follow bce ! 

And tlien I said : " Panthea, look on me." w 

But in the depth of those beloved eyes 

Still I saw, follow, follow! 



Echo. 



Follow, foUow! 



Panthea. 

The crags, tliis clear spring morning, mock our voices 
As tliey were spirit-tongued. 

ASLV. 

It is some being 
Aroimd^ tlie crags. Wliat fine clear sounds! 0, lisilic 



Echoes, ussees. 

Eclioes we : listen ! 

We cannot stay : 
As dew-stars glisten 

Then fade away — 
Cliild of Ocean ! 



170 



* In Shelley's e<lition. As. 

^ Mr. liossetti stisi^ects that around 
18 a misprint for amonj or amid, — 
finding «onie difficulty in regard to a 
l)eing " around the crags." My ini- 
preiwion in that the word around is 
Shelley'H, and that Asia uiini)ly nieani) 



Home tliffiii*ed, elemental being, such 
as one would ex[KK*t to find in a |"H;ra 
full of symbolic sui.»ernatundL<im,— 
some spirit, |K*rhap8, similar in cha- 
meter to those described bv the 
Earth in lines 658 to 661 (p. ifS). 
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ASLV. 

k! Spirits^ speak. The liquid responses 
their aerial* tongues yet sound. 



Panthea. 



I liear. 



Echoes. 

O, follow, follow, 

As our voice recedeth 
Thro* the caverns hollow, 175 

Where the forest spreadeth ; 

(more distant) 

O, follow, follow! 

Thro* the caverns hollow, 
As the song floats thou pursue. 
Where the wild bee never flew, iso 

Thro' the noon-tide darkness deep. 
By the odour-breathing sleep 
Of faint night flowers, and tlie waves 
At tlie foun^in-lighted caves, 
While our music, wild and sweet, is.'i 

Mocks thy gently falling feet, 
Cliild of Ocean ! 

Asia. 

Q we pursue the sound ? It grows more faint 
I distant. 

Panthea. 
List ! tlie strain floats nearer now. 



[rs. Shelley*8 editions of 1839, * In the original e<Htion, ofrialf as 

e w changed by the insertion in some other instances. 
ima at Spirits. 

II. O 
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Echoes. 

In the world unknown 
Sleeps a voice unspoken; 

By thy step alone 

Can its rest be broken ; 
Cliild of Ocean ! 

ASLV. 

How tlie notes sink upon the ebbing wind ! 

Echoes. 

O, foUow, follow ! 

Thro' the caverns hollow, 
As the song floats tliou pursue, 
Bv tlie woodland noon-tide dew ; 
By the forests, lakes, and fountains 
Tliro* the nianv-folded mountains : 
To the rents, and gulphs, and chasms, 
Where the Eaith reposed from spasms, 
(3n tlie dav wlien lie and tliou 
Parted, to commingle now ; 
Child of Ocean ! 

Asia. 

Come, sweet Panthea, link thv hand in mine. 
And follow, ere the voices fade awav. 
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SCENE II. 

FOREST, INTERMINGLED WITH ROCKS AND CAVERNS. ASIA AND 

PANTIIEA PASS INTO IT. Two young Fauns are sitting on 
A Rock, listening. 

Semichorus I. OF Spirits. 

Tlie path thro' which that lovely twain 

Have past, by cedar, pine, and yew, 

And each dark tree that ever grew. 

Is curtained out from Heaven's wide Uue ; 
Nor sun, nor moon, nor wind, nor rain, s 

Can pierce its interwoven bowers. 

Nor aught, save where some cloud of dew, 
Drifted along the earth-creeping breeze, 
Between the trunks of the hoar trees, 

Hangs each a pearl in the pale flowers lo 

Of the green laurel, blown anew ; 

And bends, and then fades silently. 

One frail and fair anemone: 

Or when some star of many a one 

That climbs and wanders thro* steep night, 15 

Has found the cleft thro' which alone 

Beams fall from high those depths upon 

Ere it is borne away, away. 

By the swift Heavens that cannot stay. 

It scatters drops of golden h'ght, 20 

Like lines of rain that ne*er unite : 

And the gloom divine is all around ; 

And underneath is the mossy ground. 

2 



196 



PROMETHEUS UNBOUND. 



[ICT 



Semichorus II. 

There the voluptuous nightingales, 

Are awake thro' all the broad noon-dav.^ 
Wlien one with bliss or sadness fails, 
And thro' the windless ivy-boughs. 

Sick with sweet love, droops dying away 
On its mate's music-panting bosom ; 
Another from the swinging blossom, 

Watching to catch the languid close 

Of the last strain, then lifts on high 

The wings of the weak melody, 
'Till some new strain of feeUng bear 

The song, and all the woods are mut«; 
Wlien there is heard thro' the dim air 
The rush of wings, and rising there 

Like many a lake-surrounded- flute, 
Sounds overflow the listener s brain 
So sweet, tlmt joy is almost pain. 

Semichorus I. 

There those enchanted eddies play 

Of echoes, nmsic-tongued, which draw. 
By Demogorgon's mighty law, 
"VVitli melting rapture, or sweet awe. 

All spirits on that secret way; 

As inland boats are driven to Ocean 

Down streams made strong with mountain-thaw 
And first there comes a gentle soimd 



* In all the eilitiona I have con- 
pulttxl, except Mr. Rosj^etti's, there is 
a comma at noon-iUiy, instead of a 
full-8toj>, clearly a misprint. 

* In Shelley's edition this much 
discussed epithet was misprinted AtXy- 
surrounding. In Mrs. Shelley's edi- 
tions laix-8urroun(Ud is substituted ; 
and, as that is the epithet in the MS., 
I liave no doubt Mrs. Slielley's emen- 



dation was made from Shelley's 
ernita. I can see no difficulty 

• 

the expression, which of cour 
reference to the i»roverbixd sw« 
iicquirtnl by the sound of the fl 
passing across still water. Thv 
singing of the nightingales isci>i 
to the sound of many flutes re 
the e;ir from the midst of a L 
wh(»ae shore the hearer is static 



^ i M !l. 
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To those ill talk or shmiber boniul, 
And wakes the destined.^ Soft emotioii 
Attracts, impels them : those who saw 
Say from the breathing earth behind 
There steams* a phime-uplifting wind 
Wliich drives them on their path, while they 

Believe their own swift wings and feet 
The sweet desires within obey : 
And so they float upon their way. 
Until, still sweet, but loud and strong. 
The storm of sound is driven along. 
Sucked up and hurrying :^ as they fleet. 
Beliind, its gathering billows meet 
And to the fatal mountain bear 
Like clouds amid the yielding air. 
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First Faux. 

Canst thou imagine where those spirits live 
Which make such delicate music in the woods ? 
We haunt within the least frequented caves 
And closest coverts, and we know these wikls. 
Yet never meet them, tho* we liear them oft : 
Where may they hide themselves ? 



(\5 



Second Faun. 



Tis hard to tell : 



' In the MS. there is a full-etop at 
dtttitudf 80 gi%'en abo%'e ; but in the 
first edition the line \& printed thua : 

And wakM the dwtiiMd ioft emotion, 
A oomiption which I have no doubt 
Shdley discovered and included in his 
lint of errata ; for Mrs. Shelley, with 
that lint in her possession, inf«erted a 
colon at destined in her first edition of 
1839. In her second, a comma was 
mbsUtuted ; and Mr. Kotisetti re- 
verted to the false reading of the first 
edition. 

• The wonl here is steams in the 



MS., in the first e<lition, and in Mrs. 
Shelley's first edition of 1839. In 
her second streams is substituted ; 
and Mr. Rossctti follows that reading ; 
but I presume that, if Shelley's liut 
of errata had affonled such a correc- 
tion of his MS., it woul<l have been 
made in the /rat edition of 1839. 

' In Shelley's edition there is no 
stop at hurrying ; but in Mrs. Shelley's 
editions, from the first onward, there 
is a colon ; and I have no doubt thin 
was another emendation from the 
" fonuidable list of errata," 




,4 
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I have lieard those more skilled in spirits say, :» 

The bubbles, wliich the enchantment of the suu 
Sucks from the pale faint water-flowers that pave 
The oozy bottom of clear lakes and pools, 
Are the pavilions where such dwell and float 
Under the green and golden atmosphere 
Which noon-tide kindles thro* the woven leaves; 
And when these burst, and the thin fiery air. 
The which they breathed within those lucent domes, 
Ascends to flow like meteors thi*o' the night, 
They ride on them, and rein their headlong speetl, 
And bow their burniug crests, and glide in fire 
Under tlie waters of the earth again. 

FiKST Faux; 

If such live thus, have othei-s other lives, 
Under pink blossoms or within the bells 
Of meadow flowers, or folded ^dolets deep, 
Or on tlieir d}ing odours, when they die, 
Or in^ the simliglit of tlie sphered dew ? 

Second Faux. 

Aye, many more which we may well di\^ne. 
But, should we stay to speak, noontide would come. 
And thwart Silenus find Ids goats midmwn. 
And gi'udge to sing those wise and lovely songs 
Of fate, and chance, and God, and Chaos old, 
And Love, and the chained Titan's woful doom,* 
And how he shall be loosed, and make the earth 



* In the MS. the prepositioD here ia doubtless with authority, — althi*! 
in : in the hnt edition, and in those a full-stop at the end of this Une 
of Mrs. Shelley and Mr. liotisetti, it is somehow got into her editions, 
on. cei-tainly can be nothing but a i 

* In the first e<lition we read dotnns ; i>rint, — pn>bably dropped in when 
but Mrs. Shelley substitutes dooniy s wtis taken out. 



One brotherhood: delightful stiuius wliich cheer 95 

Our solitary twilights, and wliich charm 
To silence the unenvying nightingales. 



SCENE III. 

A Pinnacle of Bock among Mountains. ASIA and 

PANTHEA. 

•Panthea. 

Hither the sound has borne us — to the realm 

Of Demogorgon, and the mighty portal, 

Like a volcano's meteor-breathing chasm, 

Whence the oracular vapour is hurled up 

Which lonely men drink wandering in their youth, 5 

And call truth, virtue, love, genius, or joy, 

That maddening wine of life, whose dregs they drain 

To deep intoxication ; and uplift, 

like Maenads who cry loud, Evoe ! Evoe ! 

The voice which is contagion to the world. 10 

Asia. 

Fit throne for such a Power ! Magnificent ! 

How glorious art thou, Earth ! And if thou be 

The shadow of some spirit lovelier still, 

Though evil stain its work, and it shoidd be 

Like its creation, weak yet beautiful, 15 

I could fall down and worship that and thee. 

Even now my heart adoreth : Wonderfid ! 

Look, sister, ere the vapour dim thy brain : 

Beneath is a wide plain of billowy mist, 

As a lake, paving in the moniing sky, no 

With azure waves which burst in silver light, 
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Some Indian vaJe. Behold it, rolling on 

Under the curdling winds, and islanding 

The peak whereon we stand, midway, around, 

Encinctured by tlie dark and blooming forests, 5 

Dim twDight-lawns, and stream-iUumined caves, 

And wind-enchanted shapes of wandering mist ; 

And far on high the keen sky-cleaving mountains 

From icy spires of sun-like radiance fling 

The dawn, as lifted Ocean's dazzling spray, y> 

From some Atlantic islet scattered up. 

Spangles the wind with lamp-like water-drops. 

The vale is girdled with their waUs, a howl 

Of cataracts from their thaw-cloven ravines 

Satiates the listening wind, continuous, vast, ■<' 

Awful as silence. Hark ! the rushing snow I 

Tlie sun-awakened avalanche ! whose mass, 

Tlirice sifted by tlie storm, had gathered there 

Flake after flake, in heiiven-def}4ng minds 

As tliought by tliought is piled, till some great truth 

Is loosened, and the nations echo roimd. 

Shaken to their roots, as do the mountains now. 

Taxtiiea. 

Ix)ok how the gusty sea of mist is breaking 

In crimson foam, even at our feet ! it rises 

As Ocean at the encliantment of tlie moon *•• 

Itoimd foodless men wrecked on some oozy isle. 

ASL\. 

The fragments of the cloud are scattei*ed up; 
The wind that lifts them disentwines my hair; 
Its billows now sweep o'er mine eyes ; my brain 
Grows dizzy ; I see tliin shapes within the mist. ^ 
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Panthea. 

countenance with beckoning smiles: there burns 
n azure fire witliin its golden locks ! 
nother and another : hark ! they speak ! 

Song of Spirits. 

To the deep, to the deep, 

Down, down ! 55 

Tlirough the shade of sleep. 
Through the cloudy strife 
Of Death and of Life ; 
Through the veil and the bar 

Of things wliich seem and are w 

Even to the steps of the remotest tlirone, 

Down, down ! 

WTiile the sound whirls around, 

Down, down! 
As the fawn draws the hound, iM^ 

As the lightning the vapour. 
As a weak motli the taper; 
Deatli, despair; love, sorrow; 
Time both ; to day, to morrow ; 
As steel obeys tlie spirit of the stone, 70 

Down, down!^ 

Through the grey, void abysm, 

Down, down ! 
Where the air is no prism, 

And the moon and 8tai*s are not, 75 

And the caveni-crags wear not 
The radiance of Heaven, 

1 the finit edition there in u full- tion. The latter is supplied by Mrs. 
kere instead of a note of exclama- Shelley. 
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Nor die gloom to Earth given. 
Where there is one pervading, one alone, 

Down, do¥m! 

In the depth of the deep 

Down, down ! 
like veiled lightning asleep, 
like the spark nursed in embers, 
The last look Love remembers, 
like a diamond, which shines 
On the dark wealth of mines, 
A spell is treasured^ but for thee alone. 

Down, down ! 



We have bound thee, we guide thee; 

Down, down ! 
With the bright form l^eside thee ; 
Eesist not the weakness, 
Such strength is in meekness 
That the Eternal, the Immortal, 
Must unloose through liie's portal 
The snake-like Doom coiled underneath his thrcme 

Hv that alone. 



SCENE IV. 
The Cave of DEMOGORGON. ASIA and PANTHEA. 

RVNTIIEA. 

What veiled form sits on that ebon thi-one ? 



^ In the finit etlitiou trmsuird w v\w\ttunw ivre nither freqiieut iu 
here contracted into treasured. Thone ProuicifuM volume. 
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The veil has fallen. 



Panthea. 



I see a mighty darkness 
Filling the seat of power, and rays of gloom 
Dart round, as light from the meridian sun, 
Ungazed upon and shapeless ; neither limb, & 

Nor form, nor outline ; yet we feel it is 
A living Spirit. 

Demogorgon. 
Ask what thoii woiddst know. 

Asia. 
Wliat canst thou tell ? 

BEMOaoUGON. 

All things Uiou dar'st demand. 

Asia. 
Who made tlie living world ? 

Demogohgon. 

Goil. 
Asia. 

Wlio made all 

I lliat it contains 1 thought, passion, reason, will, lo 

I Imagiuatioii ? 



Demogorgo:j. 
Clod : Almighty God. 
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ASLL 

AVho made that sense wliich, when^ the winds of sprin; 

In rarest \'isitation, or the voice 

Of one belovM heard in youth alone. 

Fills the faint eyes with falling tears which dun i 

Tlie radiant looks of nnbewailing flowers. 

And leaves this peopled earth a solitude 

WTien it returns no more ? 

Demogorgon. 

Merciful God. 

Asia. 

And wlio made terror, madness, crime, remorse, 
AMiich from tlie links of the great chain of things, 
To every tlioiight within the mind of man 
Sway iiud drag heavily, and each one reels 
Under tlie load towards tlie pit of death ; 
Abandoned lioi)e, and love that turns to hate ; 
And self-contempt, bitterer to drink than blooil; 
Pain, whose unheeded and familiar speech 
Is howling, and keen shrieks, day after day ; 
And Hell, or the sharp fear of Hell ? 



Demogorgox. 



He reigns. 



Asia. 
Utter his name : a world pining in pain 



* Mr. Riwwt'tti chnnges when to at, 
HO art to olitniu a gniiiiiiiaticnl sense, 
although he achnitA that the real evil 
here is, in his (ipinion, the loss of a 
whole line. Mr. Swinburne {E»»aii8 
and JStndies, j». 197) also refers to the 
])assage as wanting a line after 

Of one IwlovM hcanl in youth alone, 
but he adds — ** It is waste of time 
to attempt any [Etching or furbish- 



ing of this ])a8sage by excision «>r 
stitution. Perhaps the author i 
observed what a gap was lei 
sense and grammar." I think 
latter supposition a probable one ; 
do not suspect there is a line mL< 
It is even possil)le that the wm 
(in or the voice &c.) is a oomiptii 
s«.»me verb, such as btar ; bu 
emendation is safe. 
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Asks but his name: curses shall drag hiin down. so 

Demogorgon. 
He reigns. 

Asia. 
I feel, I know it : who ? 

Demogorgon. 

He reigns. 

Asia. 

Wlio reigns ? There was the Heaven and Earth at first, 

And Light and Love ; then Saturn, from wliose throne 

Time fell, an envious shadow : such the state 

Of the earth's primal spirits beneath his sway, sr, 

As the calm joy of flowers and living leaves 

Before the wind or sun has withered them 

And semivital worms; but he refused 

Tlie birthright of their being, knowledge, power, 

Tlie skill which wields the elements, the thought 40 

Wliich pierces this dim universe like light. 

Self-empire, and the majesty of love ; 

For tldrst of which they fainted. Then Prometheus 

Gave wisdom, which is strength, to Jupiter, 

And with this law alone, 'Let man be free,' 45 

Clothed him with the dominion of wide Heaven. 

To know nor faith, nor love, nor law; to be 

Omnii)otent but friendless is to reign; 

And Jove now reigned ; for on tlie race of man 

First famine, and then toil, and then disease, i^o 

Strife, wounds, and ghastly dentil unseen before, 

Fell; and the unseasonable seasons drove 

With alternating shafts of frost and fire, 

Tlieir shelterless, pale tril>es to mountain caves: 
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And in their desert hearts fierce wants he sent, 
And mad disquietudes, and shadows idle 
Of unreal good, which levied mntual war. 
So ruining the lair wherein they raged. 
Prometheus saw, and waked the legioned hopes 
Which sleep within folded Elysian flowers. 
Nepenthe, Moly, Amaranth, fadeless blooms, 
That they might liide witli thin and rainbow wings 
The shape of Death; and Love he sent to bind 
The disimited tendrils of that vine 
Wliich bears the wine of Ufe, the human heart; 
And lie tamed fire which, like some beast of prey, 
Most terrible, but lovely, played beneath 
The frown of man ; and tortured to his will 
Iron and gold, the slaves and signs of power. 
And gems and poisons, and all subtlest forms 
Hidden beneatli the mountains and the waves. 
He gave man speech, and speech created thought, 
AVliich is the measure of the universe ; 
And Science struck tlie thrones of earth and lieaven, 
Wliich shook, but fell not ; and the liarmonious luim 
l^oured itself forth in all-prophetic song ; 
And music lifted up the listening spirit 
Until it walked, exempt from mortal care. 
Godlike, o'er the clear billows of sweet sound ; 
And liuman hands first mimicked and then mockeil. 
With moulded limbs more lovelv than its o^vn, 
The human fonu, till marble grew divine; 
And mothers, gazing, drank the love men see 
Reflected in their race, behold, and perish.^ 



' There is pn^bably no comiption Stud Us, p. 198) : he says : ' 

in thifl i)a8ivige ; but, aH it grinds, the ftiin))leiftt ex])lanation here {m^oI 

Benne haa l)een Rf> nmch canvassed I Injlieve, bhe right. Women 

that it may be useful to quote the child gazing on st^ituefl (aay oj 

clearcBt interpretation I have seen of Venus of Melfw) bring forth" chi 

it, that of Mr. Swinburne (A«»T^« ffnc/ like them — children whoee fei 
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He told the hidden power of herbs and springs, 

-And Disease drank and slept. Death grew like sleep. 

He taught the implicated orbits woven 

Of the wide- wandering stars; and how the sun 

Changes his lair, and by what secret spell 

The pale moon is transformed, when her broad eye 

Gazes not on the interlunar sea: 

He taught to rule, as life directs the limbs, 

The tempest-wingid chariots of the Ocean, 

And the Celt, knew the Indian. Cities then 

Were built, and through their snow-like columns flowed 

The warm winds, and the azure (ether shone, 

And tlie blue sea and shadowy hills were seen. 

Such, the alleviations of his state, 

Prometheus gave to man, for which he hangs 

Withering in destined pain: but who reigns^ down 

Evil, the immedicable plague, which, wliile 

Man looks on his creation like a God 

And sees that it is glorious, drives Imn on 

The wreck of his own will, the scorn of earth, 

Tlie outcast, the abandoned, the alone ? 

Not Jove : while yet liis frown shook lieaven, aye wlitMi 

His adversary from adamantine chains 

Cursed him, he trembled like a slave. Declare 

WHio is his master ? Is he too a slave ? 
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Demogoiw^on. 

AU spirits are enslaved which sers^e things evil : 
Thou knowest if Jupiter be such or no. 



no 



reflect the passion of the gaze and 
lerfection of the sculpturocl beauty ; 
nen, seeing, are consumed i^ith love ; 
jKruA* meaning dmply *(Uperire*; 
omfiare Virgil's well-worn version, 
Ut vidi, ut periL* I do not think 
here is any hmt of contrast betwet>n 
nuiment flesh and immortal marble." 
' In the first edition wo read reif/ns : 



in Mrs. Shelley's and Mr. IWiu^ttiV 
editions rains; but surely there nui 
be no doubt that the right woid w 
rrignt ; for the statement maile in 
that Jove does w*^ rci^n down evil. 
If it were that he <1id not rain douii 
eWl, it wouM l»e contradictor}' of 
the whole conception of Jove in this 
IHjem, 
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Asia. 
Wliom called'st thou God ? 

Demogorgon. 

I spoke but as ye speak, 
For Jove is the supreme of living thiugs. 

Asia. 
Wlio is the master of the slave ? 

Demogorgon. 

If the abvsiii 
Could vomit forth its secrets. But a voice r 

Is wanting/ tlie deep tnitli is imageless ; 
For what wouhl it avail to hid thee gaze 
On the revolving world ? "Wliat to bid speak 
Fate, Time, Occiision, Chance and Change ? To these 
All things are subject but eternal Love. i^ 

Asia. 

So much I asked before, and my heart gave 

The response thou hast given; and of such trutlis 

Each to itself must be the oracle. 

One more demand ; and do tliou answer me 

As mine own soul woidd answer, did it know 12 

Tliat wliich I ask. Prometheus shall arise 

Henceforth the sun of this rejoicing world : 

^\^len shall the destined hour arrive ? 



* Mr. K(.)88etti printu thia i^aBsagc In noting his omission of the word tl 

thus : he says, " That is so evident a i»p«»ilni 

Ario. vriio u inaaUsr of the slave ? of the metre that one may well, 

i)mof7orpan IftheaJ.y.m think, regard it as a misprint, or mei 

Could vomit forth lU McrcU. . . . IJut a i«ia.»iT ^ i, 

voice aisual ovcnjight. I cannot say 1 « 

Ih wanting, <tec. regard it. 
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Demogorgon. 

Behold ! 

Asia. 

The rocks are cloven, and through the purple night 

I see cars drawn by rainbow-winged steeds 130 

Which trample the dim winds : in each there stands 

A wild-eyed charioteer urging their flight. 

Some look behind, as fiends pursued them there, 

And yet I see no shapes but the keen stars : 

Others, with burning eyes, lean forth, and drink 135 

With eager lips the wind of their own speed. 

As if the thing they loved fled on before. 

And now, even now, they clasped it. Their bright locks 

Stream like a comet's flashing hair: they all 

Sweep onward. 

Demogorgon. 

These are the immortal Hours, ho 

Of whom thou didst demand. One waits for thee. 

Asia. 

A spirit with a dreadful countenance 

Checks its dark chariot by the craggy gulph. 

Unlike thy brethren, ghastly charioteer, 

Wlio art thou? Whither woiddst thou bear me ? Speak ! 145 

Spirit. 

I am the shadow of a destiny 
More dread than is my aspect : ere yon planet 
Has set, the darkness which ascends with me 
Shall wrap in lasting night heaven's kingless throne. 

Asia. 
What meanest thou ? 

VOL. II. p 
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Panthea. 

That terrible shadow floats u 
Up from its throne, as may the lurid smoke 
Of earthquake-ruined cities o'er the sea. 
Lo! it ascends the car; the coursers fly 
Terrified: watch its path among the stars 
Blackening tlie night! 

Asia. 
Tims I am answered: strange !ii 

Panthea. 

See, near the verge, another chariot stays ; 

An ivory shell inlaid with crimson fire, 

AVTiich comes and goes within its sculptured rini 

Of delicate strange tracer}^; the young spirit 

That guides it has the dove-like eyes of hoj>e ; i* 

How its soft smiles attract the soul ! as light 

Lures winged insects thro' the lampless air. 

Spirit. 

My coursers are fed with the lightning, 
They drink of the whirlwind's stream. 

And when the red morning is brightning ^ 

They bathe in the fresh sunbeam ; 
They have strength for their swiftness I deem, 

Then ascend with me, daughter of Ocean. 

I desire : and their speed makes night kindle ; 
I fear : they outstrip the T}^hoon ; 

Ere the cloud piled on Atlas can dwindle 
We encircle the earth and the moon : 
We shall rest from long labours at noon : 

Then ascend with me, daughter of Ocean. 
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SCENE V. 

X Cab pauses within a Cloud on the Top op a snowy Moun- 
tain. ASIA, PANTHEA, and the SPIRIT OF THE HOUR. 

Spirit. 

On the brink of the night and the morning 
My coursers are wont to respire ; 

But the Earth has just whispered a warning 
Tliat their flight must be swifter than fire : 
They shaU drink the hot speed of desire ! s 

Asia. 
Thou breathest on their nostrils, but my breath 
Would give them swifter speed. 

Spirit. 

Alas ! it could not. 

Panthea. 
Oh Spirit ! pause, and tell whence is the light 
Which fills the cloud ? the sun is yet unrisen. 

Spirit. 
The sun wiU rise not until noon. Apollo lo 

Is held in heaven by wonder; and tlie light 
Wliicli fills tliis vapour, as tlie aeriaP hue 
Of fountmn-gazing roses fills tlie water. 
Flows from thy mighty sister. 

Panthea. 

Yes, I feel — 

^ In Shelley's edition, aerial. 

V 2 




Wliat is it w-itli th( 



Panthea. 
How thou art changed ! I dare not look on tliee ; 
I feel but see thee not. I scarce endure 
The i-adiance of tliy beauty. Some good change 
Is working in the elements, which sufl'er 
Tliy presence thus unveiled. The Nereids t«n 
That on the day when the cleat hyaline 
Was cloven at thy uprise, and thou didat stand 
Within a veined shell, which floated on 
Over the calm floor of the crystal sea, 
Among the Egean isles, and by the shores 
'Wliicii bear thy name ; love, like the atmosphere 
Of the Sim's fire filling the living world, 
Burst from thee, aud iEiunined earth and heaven 
And t)ie deep ocean and the sunless eaves 
And all that dwells witliin them; till grief cast 
Eclipse upon the soid from wliich it came : 
Such art tliou now; nor is it I alone, 
Tliy sister, thy companion, tliine own chosen one, 
But the whole worM which seeks thy sjTjipathy. ■ 

Hear'st^ tlion not sounds i' the air which speak the Iov« e 
Of all ai'ticidate beings ? Feel'st thou not 
Tlic inanimate winds enamoured of tliee ? List ! 

Asia. 
Tliy wonls are sweeter tlian aught else but his 
Wliose eclioes they are : yet uU love is sweet. 
Given or returned. C<.immi.>n as liglit is love, • 

And its familiar voice wearies not ever. 

' In Sholley'B aiiticm Bearrtl, nnJ wutiIh to l« cnntnicted. u fidi • 
Peelta in the iipxt line. Tbere can in Act III, 3c II, line 49. 
be nu doubl Uiat. W iii«:ui\. \itMi. 
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ike the wide heaven, the aU-sustaining air, 
makes the reptile equal to the God: 
ley who inspire it most are fortunate, 
3 I am now; but those who feel it most 
re happier still, after long sufferings, 
s I shall soon become. 

Panthea. 

list! Spirits speak. 

VOICE IN THE Air, sinoino. 

Life of Life ! thy lips enkindle 

With their love the breath between them; 
And thy smiles before they dwindle 

Make the cold air fire; then screen them 
In those looks,^ where whoso gazes 
Faints, entangled in their mazes. 

Child of Light ! thy limbs^ are burning 
Thro' the vest which seems to liide them ; 

As the radiant lines of morning 

Thro' the clouds ere they di\dde them ; 

And this atmosphere divinest 

Shrouds thee wheresoe'er thou shinest. 

Fair are others ; none beholds tliee, 
But thy voice sounds low and tender 

Like the fairest, for it folds thee 

From the sight, that liquid splendour. 

And all feel, yet see thee never. 

As I feel now, lost for ever! 



45 



50 



&5 



00 



65 



has been suggested to read locli 
ia ; but Mr. Gamett {Belict of 
ff p. 98) settled the point by 
ing that "in an Italian prose 
iition made by Shelley himself 
iputed word is rendered ^/u/ircft." 
SheUey meant by the mazes of 
Mr. (Jamett explains by refcr- 
> line« 114 to 117, Act II, Sc. I : 



Thine eyes are like the deep, blue, boundlew 

heareu. 
Contracted to two circles underneath 
Thtiir long, fine lasheH ; dark, far, meannrelesB, 
Orb within orb, and line thro' line inwoven. 

* In Shelley's edition, lips : Mrs. 
Shelley sulintituted limbt in her first 
edition of 1839, no doubt with autho- 
ritv. 
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Lamp of Earth ! where'er thou movest 
Its dim shapes are clad with brightness,^ 

And the sonls of whom thou lovest 
Walk upon the winds with lightness, 

Till tliey fail, as I am failing, 

Dizzy, lost, yet unbewailing ! 

Asia. 

My soul is an enchanted boat, 

Wliich, like a sleeping swan, doth float 
Upon the silver waves of thy sweet singing ; 

And thine doth like an angel sit 

Beside a helm conducting it, 
"WTiilst all the winds witli melody are ringing. 

It seems to float ever, for ever. 

Upon that many-winding river. 

Between mountains, woods, abysses, 

A paradise of wildernesses ! 
Till, like one in slumber bound, 
Borne to the ocexin, I float down, around, 
Into a sea profound, of ever-spreading sound : 

Meanwhile thy spirit lifts its pinions - 
In music's most serene dominions ; 

Catching the winds that fan that happy heaven. 
And we sail on, away, afar, 
Without a course, without a star, 

But, by the instinct of sweet music driven ; 
Till through Elysian garden islets 
By thee, most beautifid of pilots, 
Wliere never mortal pinnace glided, 



^ There is no comma here in the stanzas are nm into one,— cl< 

first edition : it was **ui»i)liecl by Mn*. misuiulerstanding on the ittrt 

Shelley. l>rinter. 

• In Shelley's etliti<m these two 
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The boat of my desire is guided : 
Bealms where the air we breathe is love, 95 

Which in the winds and^ on the waves doth move, 
Harmonizing this earth with what we feel above. 



We have past* Age's icy caves, 

And Manhood's dark and tossing waves, 
And Youth's smooth ocean, smiKng to betray : 

Beyond the glassy gulphs we flee 

Of shadow-peopled Infancy, 
Through Death and Birth, to a diviner day; 

A paradise of vaulted bowers. 

Lit by downward-gazing flowers, 

And watery paths that wind between 

Wildernesses calm and green. 
Peopled by shapes too bright to see, 
And rest, having beheld ; somewhat like thee ; 
Which walk upon the sea, and chaunt melodiously ! 



100 



105 



110 



END OF THE SECOND ACT. 



lo aU editions earlier than Mr. 
■etti*8, aa far aa I am aware, this 
is printed 

oh in tb0 windton the wares doth move, 

I think the introduction of the 
d andf in which I have foUowed 

Rossetti, is an absolutely certain 
mdatiim, — not only for the reason 
ch he gives, that it makes the line 



decasyllabic like the corresponding 
lines in the other two stanzas of this 
uniform lyric speech, but also because 
the and does away with the markedly 
dactylic opening which, as the line 
stood, was out of harmony with the 
stately iambic movement of the whole 
three stanzas. 

* In SheUey*s edition, pa$$*d, in this 
instance. 




ACT III. 
SCENE I. 

Heaven. JUPITER on his Throne ; THETIS and the othd 

Deities assembled. 

Jupiter. 

Ye congregated powers of heaven, who sliare 

The glory and tlie strength of liim ye serve, 

Eejoice ! lienceforth I am omnipotent. 

All else had been subdued to me ; alone 

Tlie soul of man, like unextinguislied fire,^ ^ 

Yet burns towards heaven with fierce reproach, and doubt. 

And lamentation, and reluctant prayer. 

Hurling up insurrection, which might make 

Our antique empire insecure, though built 

On eldest faith, and hell's coeval, fear; w 

And tho' my curses thro' the pendulous air, 

Like snow on herbless peaks, fall flake by flake, 

And cling to it ; tho' under my wrath's miglit- 



' In Shelley's edition this line is 
printed thus : 

The Houl of man, like aniinextingiiiiihed 
fire, 

but in Mrs. Shelley's first edition an<l 
f)nward8 the word att is dropped. 1 
cannot doubt that tliis is another 
correction from Shelley's liist of ernita. 
" In Shelley's eilition this word is 
mi^kt ; but in Mrs. Shelley's and Mr. 



Rossetti's editions niffht is sub^titntei 
It is of course possible thjit thia vw 
one of the changes authorized by the 
list of errata ; but I doubt its being i«v 
and therefore retain might in the text 
The sense that the soul of man dimU 
the ci-aga of life subject to the power 
of Jove's wrjith seems to me mow 
pn.tlvable than the sense that it cHmbt 
under the darkness of hia wrath. 
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It climb the crags of life, step after step, 

Which wound it, as ice wounds unsandalled feet, 15 

It yet remains supreme o'er misery, 

Aspiring, unrepressed, yet soon to fall : 

Even now have I begotten a strange wonder. 

That fatal child, the terror of the earth, 

Wlio waits but till the destined^ hour arrive, 20 

Bearing from Demogorgon's vacant throne 

The dreadful might of ever-living limbs 

Which clothed that awful spirit unbeheld. 

To redescend, and trample out the spark. 

Pour forth heaven's wine, Idaean Ganymede, 25 

And let it fill the Daedal cups like fire. 

And from the flower-inwoven soil divine 

Ye all-triumphant harmonies arise. 

As dew from earth under the twilight stars : 

Brink ! be the nectar circling thro* your veins 30 

The soul of joy, ye ever-living Gods, 

Till exultation burst in one wide voice 

Like music from Elysian winds. 

And tliou 
Ascend beside me, veiled in the light 
Of the desire which makes thee one with me, 35 

Tlietis, bright image of eternity! 
When thou didst cry, " Insufierable might ! 
" God ! Spare me ! I sustain not the quick flames, 
" The penetrating presence ; all my being, 

like liim whom the Numidian seps did thaw 40 

Into a dew with poison, is dissolved, 
" Sinking thro* its foundations:** even then 
Two mighty spirits, mingling, made a tliird 

1 In Shelley's edition we read dU- the first onward, destined, which ia 
tnt : in Mrs. Shelley's editions, from unquestionably right. 
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Mightier than either, which, unbodied now. 
Between us floats, felt, although unbeheld. 
Waiting the incarnation, which ascends, 
(Hear ye the thunder of the fiery wheels 
Griding the winds ?) from Demogorgon's throne. 
Victory! victory I.Feel'st^ thou not, O world. 
The earthquake of his chariot thundering up 
Olympus ? 

[ITie Car of the Hour arrives. Demogobgok dtteends, and 
moves towards the Throne of JuprrER. 

Awful shape, what art thou ? Speak ! 

Demogorgon. 

Eternity. Demand no direr name. 

Descend, and follow me down the abyss. 

I am thy child, as thou wert Saturn's child; 

Mightier than thee : and we must dwell together -^ 

Hencefortli in darkness. Lift thy lightnings not. 

The tyranny of heaven none may retain, 

Or reassume, or hold, succeeding thee : 

Yet if thou wilt, as 'tis the destiny 

Of trodden worms to wiithe till thev are dead, « 

Put forth thy might. 

Jupiter. 

Detested prodigy ! 
Even thus beneath the deep Titanian prisons 
I trample thee ! thou lingerest ? 

Mercy ! mercy ! 
No pity, no release, no respite! Oh, 
Tliat thou wouldst make mine enemy my judge. 
Even where he hangs, seared by my long revenge, 

' In Mre. 8lieUey*a editioiA Ftdai is substituted for FeettL 
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On Caucasus! he would not doom me thus. 
Gentle, and just, and dreadless, is he not 
Tlie monacrch of the world ? What then^ art thou ? 
No refuge! no appeal! 

Sink with me then, 70 

We two will sink on the wide waves of ruin. 
Even as a vulture and a snake outspent 
Drop, twisted in inextricable fight, 
Into a shoreless sea. Let heU unlock 
Its mounded oceans of tempestuous fire, 75 

And whelm on them into the bottomless void 
This desolated world, and thee, and me, 
The conqueror and the conquered, and the wreck 
Of that for which they combated, 

Ai! Ai! 
The elements obey me not. I sink so 

Dizzily down, ever, for ever, down. 
And, like a cloud, mine enemy above 
Darkens my fall with victory! Ai, Ai! 



SCENE IL 
SE Mouth of a great Riveb in thb Island Atlantis. OCEAN 

IS DISCOVERED RBCLININa NEAR THE SHORE; APOLLO STANDS 
BESIDE HDf. 

Ocean. 
He fell, thou sayest, beneath his conqueror's frown ? 

Apollo. 
Aye, wlien the strife was ended which made dim 

1 In Shellejr's edition the word then Shelley's first edition of 1839, doubt- 
omitted : it was restored in Mrs. less from Shelley's list of errata. 
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The orb I rule, and shook the solid stars, 

Tlie terrors of his eye illumined heaven 

With sanguine light, through the thick ragged sliits s 

Of the victorious darkness, as he fell : 

Like the last glare of day's red agony, 

Which, from a rent among the fiery clouds, 

Bums far along the tempest-wrinkled deep. 



Ocean. 
He sunk to the abyss ? To the dark void ? 

Apollo. 
An^ eagle so caught in some bursting cloud 
On Caucasus, his thunder-baffled wings 
Entangled in tlie wliirhvind, and his eyes 
Which gazed on the undazzling sun, now Winded 
By the white lightning, while the ponderous hail 
Beats on his struggling form, wliich sinks at length 
Prone, and tlie aerial- ice clings over it. 



u 
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OCEAX. 

Henceforth tlie fields of Heaven-reflecting sea 
Which are my realm, will heave, unstained^ with l»looJ, 
Beneath the uplifting winds, like plains of com 
Swayed by the summer air; my streams will flow 
ItOimd many-peopled* continents, and round 
Fortunate isles ; and from their glassy thrones 
Blue Proteus and Ids humid n}'mphs shall mark 
The shadow of fair ships, as mortals see 



^ This 8i)eech is pointc<l j)reci8ely as 
in Shelley's e<lition ; but it is oi>en 
it) some doubt whether a line is not 
lost. We may, however, be meant to 
underst^ind simply, "an e^igle stnl'S 
so irhen caught in some bursting cloud." 

'In Shelley's edition, aerial. 

' In the first edition unstain*d. 



* In Shelley's edition and all othen 
which I have consulteil, mautf peofiltd 
cotUitunUf without any hy|>heu to 
connect many with pet>j)l€ii ; but. « 
Miss Blind jKiinted out in Tkf Wttt- 
miiiKter Jicciew for July 1870» the 
meaning is >vrong without the hji^heiL 
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rKM.MKriiKUs rNr.oi.M). 



)•) 



TliL* tluutm^' bark of ilie light-laden^ moon 
With tliat white star, its sightless pilot's crest, 
Borne down the rapid sunset's ebbing sea ; 
Tracking their path no more by blood and groans, 
And desolation, and the mingled voice so 

Of slavery and command; but by the light 
Of wave-reflected flowers, and floating odours, 
And music soft, and mild, free, gentle voices. 
And sweetest music, such as spirits love. 

Apollo. 

And I shall gaze not on the deeds which make 
My mind obscure with sorrow, as eclipse 
Darkens the sphere I guide ; but list, I hear 
The small, clear, silver lute of tlie young Spirit 
That sits i' the momipg star.^ 

Ocean. 

Thou must away ; 
Thy steeds will pause at even, till when farewell : 4o 
Tlie loud deep calls me home even now to feed it 
With azure calm out of the emerald urns 
Wliich stand for ever full beside my throne. 
Behold the Nereids under the green sea, 
Their wavering limbs borne on the wind-like stream, 45 
Their white arms lifted o'er their streaming hair 
With garlands pied and starry sea-flower crowns, 
Hastening to grace their mighty sister's joy. 

(A sound of waves is heard.) 



' Here also, the hyphen, which is 
waoted to bring out the right sense, 
is absent from Shelley's and Mrs. 
Shelley's editions. 

' In Shelley's edition we read 
That dU on the morning utar. 

Mrs. Shelley substitutes 

That aits i* the morning star. 

Mr. Roasetti follows thi^ reading ; and 



I have no doubt in is the right pre- 
position. As to its contracted form — 
I think we must accept that also as 
coming from Shelley's list of errata : 
Mrs. Shelley would scarcely have ori- 
ginated that, one would Uiink ; and 
Shelley did use the contraction occa- 
sionally when markecUy suitable to the 
rhythm, as here. See line 35, p. 212. 
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It is the unpastured sea liungermg for calm. 
Peace, monster; I come now. FarewelL 

Apollo. 



SCENE III. 

Caucasus. PROMETHEUS, HERCULES, lONE, the EARTH, 
SPIRITS, ASIA, AXD PANTHEA, borne in the Cab with 
THE SPIRIT OF THE HOUR 
HERCULES UNBINDS PROMETHEUS, who descends. 

Hercules. 
Most glorious among spirits, tlius doth strength 
To ^\dsdom, courage, and long-suffering love, 
And thee, who art the form they animate. 
Minister like a slave. 

rROMETHEUS. 

Thy gentle words 
Are sweeter even than freedom long desired :• 

And long delayed. 

Asia, thou light of life, 
Shadow of beauty unbeheld : and ye, 
Fair sister nymphs, who made long years of pain 
Sweet to remember, thro' your love and care : 
Henceforth we will not part. There is a cave, 
All ovei-grown with trailing odorous plants, 
"Wliich curtain out the day with leaves and flowers, 
And paved with veinM emerald, and a fountain 
Leaps in the midst with an awakening sound. 



w 
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From its curved roof the mountain's frozen tears 15 

like snow, or silver, or long diamond spires, 

Hang downward, raining forth a doubtful light: 

And there is heard the ever-moving air, 

Whispering without from tree to tree, and birds. 

And bees; and aU around are mossy seats, 20 

And the rough walls are clothed with long soft grass ; 

A simple dwelling, which shaU be our own ; 

Where we wiU sit and talk of time and change. 

As the world ebbs and flows, ourselves imchanged. 

What can hide man from mutability ? 25 

And if ye sigh, then I will smile ; and thou, 

lone, shalt chaunt fragments of sea-music, 

Until I weep, when ye shall smile away 

The tears she brought, which yet were sweet to shed. 

We will entangle buds and flowers and beams 30 

Which twinkle on the fountain's brim, and make 

Strange combinations out of common things, 

Like human babes in their brief innocence ; 

And we wiU search, with looks and words of love, 

For hidden thoughts, each lovelier than the last, 35 

Our unexhausted spirits ; and like lutes 

Touched by the skill of the enamoured wind. 

Weave harmonies divine, yet ever new. 

From difference sweet where discord cannot be ; 

And hither come, sped on the charmed winds, 40 

Which meet from aU the points of heaven, as bees 

From every flower aerial^ Enna feeds, 

At their known island-liomes in Himera, 

The echoes of the himian world, which tell 

Of the low voice of love, almost unheard, 4:» 

And dove-eyed pity's murmured pain, and music, 

Itself the echo of the heart, and all 

Tliat tempers or improves man's life, now free ; 

^ In She]ley*8 edition, aerial again. 




And lovely apparitions, dim at first. 

Then radiant, as the mind, arising briglit 

From the embrace of beauty, whence the fonns 

Of- which these are the phantoms, casts on tliem 

The gathered rays which are reality. 

Shall visit us, tlie progeny immortal 

Of Painting, Sculpture, and rapt* Poesy, 

And arts, tho' unimagined, yet t« be. 

The wandering voices and the shadows these 

Of all that man becomes, the mediators 

Of that best worship love, by him and us 

Given and ratumoil ; swill ehapss and aouuds, wldch | 

More fair and soft as man grows wise and kind. 

And veil by veil, evil and error fall : 

Such virtue has the cave and place around. 

(Turning to tht Spirit of the Hour.) 
For thee, fair Spirit, one toil remains. lone. 
Give her that curved shell, which Proteus old 
Made Asia's nuptial boon, breatliing within it 
A voice to be accomplislied, and wliicli thou 
Pidst hide in grass under the hollow rock. 



losE. 
Thou most desired Hour, more loved and lovely 
Than all thy sisters, this is* the mystic shell ; 
See the pale azure fading into sOver 
Lining it with a soft yet glowing light : 
Ijooks it not like lulled music sleeping there ? 



' In Shelley's edition wmft : Mrs. 
Shellej rightly subntitiitea rapt. 

* The word it i» in Shellejn edition, 
biit nut in any other known to me. 
Although the line has a redtindant 
syllable, it is nut, aa |>riDbeil nbove, 
unthHT-cteristic: and 1 canuut briug 
myHelf to think the word vae cut out 
with nuthoritj, I avu^.B^t it drop[.ed 



out accidentally while Un. Shetkr'i 
Gret editiun of 1 339 wu gmng throngli 
the tirese ; this must unqua«tkin«hlj' 
have been the case with the woid t> 
\a the firat line of D«mof^irgos'i 
speech rtt the close of the fourtli »A ; 
and the word «, occurring titer f(>^ 
is peculiarly liahle (sfcordiiig to m; 
experionoe) to lie omitted by piintoi 
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Spirit. 

seems in truth the fairest shell of Ocean : 
sound mu^t be at once both sweet and strange. 75 

Prometheus. 

Go, borne over the cities of mankind 

On whirlwind-footed coursers : once again 

Outspeed the sun around the orbfed world; 

And as thy chariot cleaves the kindling air, 

Thou breathe into the many-folded shell, 90 

Loosening its mighty music; it shall be 

As thunder mingled with clear echoes : then 

Return; and thou shalt dwell beside our cave. 

And thou, 0, Mother Earth ! — 

The Earth. 

I hear, I feel ; 
Tliy lips are on me, and thy touch runs down ss 

Even to the adamantine central gloom 
Along these marble nerves ; 'tis life, 'tis joy. 
And thro' my withered, old, and icy frame 
The warmth of an immortal youth shoots down 
Circling. Henceforth the many children fair 00 

Folded in my sustaining arms; all plants, 
And creeping forms, and insects rainbow-winged, 
And birds, and beasts, and fish, and human shapes. 
Which drew disease and pain from my wan bosom. 
Draining the poison of despair, shall take 05 

And interchange sweet nutriment ; to me 
Shall they become like sister-antelopes 
By one fair dam, snow-white and swift as wind,^ 

1 In Shelley's edition there is no viously requires one; and it is supplied 
eomma after wind; but the sense ob* in Mrs. Shelley's first edition ot \^^^. 

VOL. II. Q 
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Nursed among lilies near a brimming stream. 
The dew-mists of my sunless sleep shall float 
Under the stars like balm: night-folded flowers 
Shall suck unwithering^ hues in their repose: 
And men and beasts in happy dreams shall gather 
Strength for the coming day, and all its joy : 
And death shall l)e the last embrace of her !^ 

Who takes the life she gave, even as a mother 
Folding her cliild, says, "I-^ave me not again." 

Asu. 

Oh, mother ! wherefore spe^k the name of death ? 
Cease they to love, and move, and breathe, and speak 
Who die ? 

The Fakth. 
It would avail not to reply : :'• 

Thou art inimoital, and tliis tongue is known 
• But to the uneommunicating dead. 
Death is tlie veil wliich those who live call life: 
They sleep, and it is lifted : and meanwhile 
In mild variety the seasons mild 
With rainbow-skirted showers, and odorous winds. 
And long blue meteors cleansing the dull night. 
And the life-kindling shafts of the keen suns 
All-piercing bow, and the dew-mingled rain 
Of the calm moonbeams, a soft influence mild, \t> 

Shall clothe the forests and the fields, aye, even 
The crag-built desarts of the l)arren deep, 
With ever-living leaves, and fruits, and flowers. 
And thou ! There is a cavern where my spirit 
Was panted forth in anguish whilst thy pain 
Made my heart mad, and those who^ did inhale it 1-3 

Mn Shelley'H caution timritting ; presume, from ShcUey*s list, 
in Mrft. Shelley's and Mr. RciHsetti'fl, * The rebitive employed lieiv in 

wwWMmny,— another wrrection, I ShelleyV edition is irAo. Mrn. Shellev 
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Became mad too, and built a temple there, 

And spoke, and were oracular, and lured 

The erring nations round to mutual war, 

And faitldess faith, such as Jove kept with thee ; iso 

Which breath now rises, as amongst tall weeds 

A violet's exhalation, and it fills 

With a serener light and crimson air 

Intense, yet soft, the rocks and woods around ; 

It feeds the quick growth of the serpent vine, 135 

And the dark linkM ivy tangling wild. 

And budding, blown, or odour-faded blooms 

Which star the winds with points of coloured light, 

As they rain thro' them, and bright golden globes 

Of fniit, suspended in their own green heaven, 140 

And thro' their veinW leaves and amber stems 

The flowers whose purple and translucid bowls 

Stand ever mantling with aerial dew. 

The drink of spirits : and it circles round. 

Like the soft waving wings of noonday dreams, u.-. 

Inspiring calm and happy thoughts, like mine, 

Now thou art thus restored. This cave is thine. 

Arise ! Appear ! 

[A Spirit rises in the likeiiess of a winged child. 

This is my torch-bearer; 
Who let his lamp out in old time with gazing 
On eyes from which he kindled it anew iso 

With love, which is as fire, sweet daughter mine, 
For such is that within thine own. Eun, wayward. 
And guide this company beyond the peak 
Of Bacchic Nysa, Maenad-haunted mountain. 
And beyond Indus and its tribute rivers, 155 



substitutes tJicUf and is followed by change to his list ; and it seems more 

Kr. Rossetti ; but it is difficult to likely to be an accidental alteration. 

Unagine that Shelley added so trivial a Who is certainly preferable to that. 
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Trampling the torrent streams and glassy lakes 

With feet unwet, unwearied, undelajing. 

And up the green ravine, across the vale. 

Beside the windless and crystMline^ pool, 

Where ever lies, on imerasing waves, w 

The image of a temple, built above. 

Distinct with column, arch, and architrave. 

And palm-like capital, and over-wrought. 

And populous most with living imagery, 

Praxitelean shapes, whose marble smiles is 

Fill the hushed air with everlasting love. 

It is deserted now, but once it bore 

Thy name, Prometheus; there the emulous youths 

Bore to thy honour thro* the divine gloom 

The lamp which was thine emblem; even as those i?) 

Wlio bear the untransmitted torch of hope 

Into the grave, across the night of life, 

As thou hast borne it most triumphantly 

To this far goal of Time. Depart, farewelL 

Beside that temple is the destined cave. ir 



SCENE IV. 

A Forest. Ix the Background a Cave. PROMETHEUS, ASIi, 
PANTHEA, lONE, and the SPIRIT OF THE EARTH. 

lONE. 

Sister, it is not earthly : how it glides 

Under the leaves ! how on its head there bums 

A light, like a green star, whose emei-ald beams 

^ In SheUey*8 ecUtion crystalline is meant to be sounded with the accent 
ijot accented, though it Y^aa doubUem on the second syllable in this odk. 
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Are twined with its fair hair! how, as it moves, 

The splendour drops in flakes upon the grass ! 6 

Knowest thou it ? 

Pantiiea. 

It is the delicate spirit 
Tliat guides the earth thro' heaven. From afar 
The populous constellations caU that light 
Tlie loveliest of the planets ; and sometimes 
It floats along the spray of the salt sea, lo 

Or makes its chariot of a foggy cloud. 
Or walks thro' fields or cities wliile men sleep, 
Or o'er the mountain tops, or down the rivers. 
Or thro' the green waste wilderness, as now, 
Wondering at all it sees. Before Jove reigned is 

It loved our sister Asia, and it came 
Each leisure hour to drink the liquid light 
Out of her eyes, for which it said it thirsted 
As one bit by a dipsas, and with her 
It made its childish confidence, and told her 20 

All it had known or seen, for it saw much. 
Yet idly reasoned what it saw; and called her. 
For whence it sprung it knew not, nor do I, 
Mother, dear mother. 

The SpiRir of the Earth, (ruknino to asia.) 

Mother, dearest mother ; 
May I then talk with thee as I was wont ? 25 

May I then hide my eyes in thy soft arms. 
After thy looks have made them tired of joy ? 
May I then play beside thee the long noons. 
When work is none in the bright silent air ? 

Asu. 
I love the3, gentlest being, and henceforth 30 
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Can cherish thee imen\aed : speak, I pray : 
Tliy simple talk once solaced^ now delights. 

Sj»irit of the Eakth. 

Mother, I am grown wiser, though a child 

Cannot be wise like thee, witliin this day ; 

And happier too; happier and wiser both. » 

Thou knowest that toads, and snakes, and loathly worms 

And venomous and malicious beasts, and boughs 

That bore ill berries in the woods, were ever 

An hindrance to my walks o*er the green world : 

And that, among the haunts of humankind, *j 

Hard-featured men, or with proud, angry looks. 

Or cold, staid gait, or false and hollow smiles, 

Or tlie dull sneer of seK-loved ignorance. 

Or other sucli foul masks, with which ill thoudits 

Hide that fair being whom we spirits c^ill man; 4: 

And women to(\ ugliest of all tilings evil, 

(Tho' fair, even in a world where thou art fair, 

"When good and kind, free and sincere like thee,) 

When false or frowning made me sick at hefirt 

To pass them, tlio' they slept, and I unseen. -" 

"Well, mv path latelv lav thro' a gi'eat citv 

Into tlie woody hills surrounding it : 

A sentinel was sleeping at the gate : 

"WTien there was heard a sound, so loud, it shook 

The towers amid the moonlight, yet more sweet - 

Tlian any voice but thine, sweetest of all ; 

A long, long sound, as it would never end: 

And all the inlial)itants leai)t suddenly 

Out of their rest, and gathered in the streets. 

Looking in wonder up to Heaven, while yet 

Tlie music pealed along. F hid myself 

Within a fountain in the public S(piare, 
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Where I lay like the reflex of the moon 

Seen in a wave under green leaves; and soon 

Tliose ugly human shapes and visages 65 

Of wliich I spoke as having wrought me pain, 

Past floating thro* the air, and fading still 

Into the winds that scattered them ; and' those 

From whom they past seemed nuld and lovely forms 

After some foul disguise had fallen, and aU 70 

Were somewhat changed, and after brief surprise 

And greetings of delighted wonder, all 

Went to their sleep again : and when the dawn 

Came, would'st thou think that toads, and snakes, and efts. 

Could e'er be beautiful ? yet so they were, 75 

And that with little change of shape or hue : 

All things had put their evil nature ofl": 

I cannot tell my joy, when o'er a lake 

Upon a drooping bough with night-shade twined, 

I saw two azure halcyons clinging downward so 

And thinning one bright bunch of amber berries, 

With quick long beaks, and in the deep there lay 

Tliose lovely forms imaged as in a sky; 

So with my thoughts full of these happy changes. 

We meet again, the happiest change of all. 85 

Asia. 

And never will, we part, till thy chaste sister 
Who guides the frozen and inconstant moon 
Will look on thy more warm and equal light 
Till her heart thaw like flakes of April snow 
And love tliee. 

Spirit of the Earth. 
What; as Asia loves rrometlieus ? oj 
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Asia. 

Peace, wanton, thou art yet not old enough. 
Tliink ye by gazing on each other's eyes 
To multiply your lovely selves, and fill 
With sphered fires the interlunar air ? 

Spirit of the Earth. 
Nay, mother, while my sister trims her lamp « 

'Tis hard I should go darkling. 

Asia. 

Listen ; look ! 

Tlie Spirit of the Hour eaters. 

I*rometheus. 
We feel what thou hast lieard and seen : yet speak 

Spirit of the Hour. 

Soon as tlie sound had ceased whose thunder filled 

Tlie abysses of the sky and the wide earth, 

Tliere was a change : the impalpable thin air i 

And the all-circling sunlight were transformed. 

As if the sense of love dissolved in them 

Had folded itself round the sphered world. 

My vision then grew clear, and I could see 

Into the mysteries of the universe : i 

Dizzy as with delight I floated do>\Ti, 

Winnowing the lightsome air with languid plumes, 

My coursers sought their birth-place in the sun,^ 



^ These three linefl jire piinctimted birth-place in the sun ; " but J 

as in Shelley's and Mrn. Shelley's c<li- Rossetti wakes a seiious innoratioD' 

tions, because I take the meiining to closing the sense with a full-stop 

be " While I, dizzy ^ith delight, float- plumes, 
ed do^-n, my coursers sought their 
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Where they henceforth will live exempt from toil 

Pasturing flowers of vegetable fire.^ 

And where my moonlike car will stand within 

A temple, gazed upon by Phidian forms 

Of thee, and Asia, and the Earth, and me, 

And you fair nymphs looking the love we feel ; 

In memory of the tidings it has borne ; 

Beneath a dome fretted with graven flowers, 

Poised on twelve columns of resplendent stone. 

And open to the bright and liquid sky. 

Yoked to it by an amphisbenic snake 

The likeness of those winged steeds will mock 

The flight* from which they find repose. Alas, 

Whither has wandered now my partial tongue 

When all remains untold which ye would hear ? 

As I have said I floated to the earth : 

It was, as it is still, the pain of bliss 

To move, to breathe, to be; I wandering went 

Among the haunts and dwellings of mankind, 

And first was disappointed not to see 

Such mighty change as I had felt within 

Expressed in outward things; but soon I looked. 

And behold, thrones were kingless, and men walked 

One with the other even as spirits do. 

None fawned, none trampled; hate, disdain, or fear. 

Self-love or self-contempt, on human brows 

No more inscribed, as o'er the gate of hell, 

"All hope abandon ye who enter here;" 



110 



115 



120 



125 



130 



135 



^ There is a very strong temptation 
to insert the word on after pasturinff, 
which, as the line stands, is used in a 
transitive sense, as if *' to pasture 
flowers " meant the same as " to eat 
flowers," instep of meaning the same 
as *' to feed flowers." I have little 
doubt that Shelley meant the line to be 

FiMturixig on floweri of vegetable fire. 



and that the omission of on was never 
discovered. There is a full-stop at 
fire in Shelley's an^ Mrs. Shelley's edi- 
tions, which may have been originally 
a misprint for a comma. 

' In Shelley's edition we read light 
tor Jlight, — an obvious misprint which 
Mrs. Shelley set right in her first edi- 
tion of 1839. 
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And those foul shapes, abhorred by god and man, 

Wliich, under many a name and many a form 

Strange, savage, ghastly, dark and execrable. 

Were Jupiter, the tyrant of the world ; 

And which the nations, panic-stricken, served 

With blood, and hearts broken by long hope, and love 

DniggiHl to his altars soiled and garlandless, m 

And slain among men's unreclaiming tears, 

Flattt»ring the tiling they feared, which fear was hate, 

Fn>wn, mouldering fast, o'er their abandoned shrines: 

The {Niintod veil, by those who were, called life, w 

Which miiuicked, as with colours idly spread. 

All men Wlieveii and hoped, is torn aside; 

The loathsome mask has fallen, the man remains 

Sa»ptn»less, free, uncircumscribed, but man 

}>[ual, unclasseil, tribeless, and nationless. 

Exempt from awe, worship, degree, the king 

Ovor himself; just, gentle, wise: but man 

Passionless; no, yet free from guilt or pain,^ 



m 



tho m*vornl trATmniutAtutnn of the idea 

of 1i«hI or Jupitor, mu\ lui tho word 

wouidrriH'j it* h{»|>1uhI io them iu line 

ISl*. tlion* iMiii U« no ditficulty about 

itjt W\u^ npplitHi to them in line 172, 

— in tho HHmo Hpiiitual »on»e. I take 

it to moan tliat thoir 9way over the 

miml of man 18 numUloring, or (^eriidi- 

ing ; anil, in that in«jM\ it does not 

int4»rfon» with tho epithet uhkoth in 

line 170. In any ojwo, the sentence 

in imimiHHU'hably grammatical, iinloes, 

with Mr. Swinbnnie, we in«itft on 

making imaifni a ]>artioi{>Ie. On this 

gnuind. and l>eca\i8o tho sense is in 

dispute, I think we can do no better 

than leave tho punotuati<^n alone. 

* Mr. Ross<>tti certainly throws light, 

but alik> diirkness, on this curiously 

const niot<>il and punctuated {«ssage 

by giving it thus : — 

The man remains. — 
SoeptreleM, fr««. unoircnmiterihed. but man : 
biuiil. uncUaMd. tribelew. and iwtionl«M. 
Exemiit from awe, wiH:«hi(i, depve. the king 
Orer himaolf ; jiuft, gvntle, wise : but man. 



PaanonlMB ? no :— jet ftve fttm guilt « 
pain,— 

Mr. Rossetti says that in other editiois 
the statement is that " man remsotf 
sceptreleM (unsubjected to any seep 
tre), but equal, exempt from degree, 
and the kmg over himseJf ; free,M 
exempt from awe ; uncircumacribed, 
but undassed, tribeleas, and natioo* 
lees." And he objects to this but oo 
the ground that there is no antitheoi) 
but the contrary, between the ^theti 
whidi precede and foUow it. If the 
6m< were what Mr. Roaaetti takes it to 
be, this statement ia obWously true ; 
but this mtiflt not be too hastily id* 
mitted. I leave the paasage as I finditi 
because I see no great difficulty, sod 
suspect nocofTuptaon whatever, thoo^ 
the forms of expresBion are oertsiiuf 
eccentric The M in diapate, I take 
to be used in the common sense of 
oa/y, sKrrfjf, — the man remains seep- 
treloss, free, uncircumMribed, wa* 
equal, unclaMed, trib d e M and nstioB* 
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Which were, for his will made or suffered them, 
Nor yet exempt, tho' ruling them like slaves, 
From chance, and death, and mutability, 
The clogs of that which else might oversoar 
The loftiest star of unascended heaven. 
Pinnacled dim in the intense inane. 



200 



END OF THE THIRD ACT. 



man, exempt from awe, worship, 
degree, king over himBelf, just, gentle, 
wise, — not passionless, yet free from 
guilt and pain, and not exempt from 
chance, death, and mutability, though 
ruling them like slaves. The inser- 
tion of a note of interrogation at 
fMUtum/etf makes the sense more easy 
to seize at a glance ; but I should not 
think Shelley meant the word to be 
read with the interrogatory intonation. 
The insertion of a fiidl-stop at man in 
line 197 seems to me to destroy the 



one great antithesis that the poet 
meant to express : I cannot think be 
meant, as Mr. Rossetti says, that man, 
though equal, the king over himself 
&c, is still man. The antithesis 
which he seems to me to have meant 
to emphasize is man equal and tho- 
roughly emancipated from artificial 
laws and restraints, but not man 
passionless, — man exempt from guilt 
and pain, but not from death and 
mutability. 



ACT IV. 

Scene, a Part op the Forest near the Cave op PROMETHEUS. 
PANTHEA AND lONE are sleeping : they awaken gr.v- 

DUALLY DURING THE P1R8T SONO. 

VOICE or UNSEEN Spirits. 

The pale stars are gone ! 
For the sun, their swift shepherd. 
To their folds them compelliiig, 
In the depths of the dawn, 
Hastes, in meteor-eclipsing array, and they flee 
Beyond his blue dwelling, 
As fawnis flee the leopard. 
But where are ve ? 

A Train of dark Forms and Shadows passes by confcsedly, 

RINGING. 

Here, oli, here : 

We hear the bier 
Of the Father of many a cancelled year ! 

Spectres we 

Of tlie dead Hours be, 
We bear Time to his tomb in etemitv. 

Strew, oh, strew i 

Hair, not vew ! 
Wet the dusly \)^ll with teara. not dew ! 
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Be the faded flowers 
Of Death's bare bowers 
Spread on the corpse of the King of Hours ! 20 

Haste, oh, haste ! 

As shades are cliased. 
Trembling, by day, from heaven's blue waste. 

We melt away, 

Like dissolving spray, 25 

From the children of a diviner day. 

With the lullaby 

Of winds that die 
On the bosom of their own harmony ! 

lONE. 

Wliat dark forms were they ? so 

Panthea. 

The past Hours weak and grey, 
With the spoil which their toil 

Raked together 
From the conquest but One could foil. 

lONE. 

Have they past? 

TANTHEiV. 

They have past; ss 

Tliey outsjMjeded the blast, 
While 'tis said, they are fled: 

lONE. 

Whither, oh, whither? 
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PAimiEA. 

To the dark, to the past^ to the dead. 

Voice of nvmir Sram. 

Bright clouds float in heaven, 
Dew-^tars gleam on earth. 
Waves assemble on ocean. 
They are gathered and driven 
By the storm of delight, by the panic of glee ! 
They shake with emotion. 
They dance in their mirth. 
But where are ye? 

Tlie pine boughs are singing 
Old songs with new gladness, 
Tlie billows and fountains ^ 

Fresh music are flinging, 
Like the notes of a spirit from land and from sea; 
The storms mock the mountains 
"With thunder of gladness.^ 

But where are ye? w 

lONE. 

What charioteers are these? 

Banthea. 

Wliere are their chariots ? 

SoiiCHORus OF Hours. 

Tlie voice of the Spirits of Air and of Earth 
Have drawn back the figui'ed curtain of sleep 

' Mr. Rossetti suggests the subeti- proposed reading haa all to recom 
tntion of madneas fur gladnfMB here, to nieud it except authority and neoei- 
get a rhyme instead of anocKo. The aity. 



rr.] PROMETHEUS UNBOUND. 241 

Which covered our being and darkened our birth . 
In the deep. 

A Voice. 
In the deep ? 

Semichorus II. 

Oh, below the deep, co 

Semichorus I. 
An hundred ages we had been kept 

Cradled in visions of hate and care. 
And each one who waked as his brother slept. 

Found the truth — 

Semichorus II. 

Worse than Ids visions were ! 

Semichorus I. 

We have heard the lute of Hope in sleep ; es 

We have known the voice of Love in dreams, 
We have felt the wand of Power, and leap — 

Semichorus II. 
As the billows leap in the morning beams ! 

Chorus. 

Weave the dance on the floor of the breeze. 

Pierce with song heaven's silent light, 70 

Enchant the day that too swiftly flees. 
To check its fliglit ere the cave of night. 

Once the hungry Hours were hountls 

Wliich chased the day like a bleeding deer, 

VOI^ II. R 
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And it limped and stumbled with many wounds r> 
Through the nightly deUs of the desart year. 

But now, oh weave the mystic measure 
Of music, and dance, and shapes of light. 

Let the Hours, and the spii'its of might and pleasure. 
Like the clouds and sunbeams, unite. 

A Voice. 

Panthe^l 

See, where tlie Spirits of tlie human mind 

Wrapt in sweet sounds, as in bright veils, approaclL 

Chorus of Spirits. 

We join the tlirong 

Of tlie dance and the song, 
By the whirlwind of gladness borne along ; 

As the flying-fish leap 

From the Indian deep, 
And mix with the sea-birds, half asleei>. 

Chorus of Hours. 

WTience come ye, so wild and so fleet, 
For sandals of lightning are on your feet, 
And your wings are soft and swift as thought^ 
And your eyes are as love which is veiled not ? 

Chorus of Spirits. 

We come from tlie mind 
Of human kind 



IV.] 



PROMETHEUS UNBOUND. 



243 



Wliicli was late so dusk, and obscene,^ and blind. 

Now 'tis an ocean 

Of clear emotion, 
A heaven of serene and mighty motion. 



05 



From that deep abyss 

Of wonder and bliss, 
Wliose caverns are crystal palaces; 

From those skiey towers 

Where Thought's crowned powers 
Sit watching your dance, ye happy Hours ! 



100 



From the dim recesses 

Of woven caresses. 
Where lovers catch ye by your loose tresses; 

From the azure isles. 

Where sweet Wisdom smiles, 
Delaying your ships with her syren wiles. 
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From the temples high 
Of Man's ear and eye, 

Eoofed over Sculpture and Poesy ; 
From the murmuiings 
Of the unsealed springs 

Where Science bedews his Daedal wings. 



115 



' So in the MS., in the original 
ition, and in the editions of Mrs. 
elley ; but Mr. Rossetti Bubsti- 
tee obscure, ailing that that word 
grees by similitude with its com- 
aion epithets," du$k and Uindf 
I "by contrast with its opposing 
ithets," dear and $erene. With ob- 
ne, he says, ** this is not the case : 
introduces a novel element — and 
9 which is scarcely congruous with 
) poetic environments." But I 
re not the remotest doubt that 
) word in the MS. was intentionally 



employed by Shelley, — not in the 

modem sense hinted at by Mr. Ros- 

setti, but in the sense in which it is 

applied to the ravens in AdoruUa — 

The obscene ravens damorouB o'er the 
dead, 

which, I observe, Mr. Rossetti does 
not alter. It seems to me that obscure 
would so wholly agree with its "com- 
panion epithets " as to be hardly 
more than a repetition of one of them, 
dusk ; and I take obscene to be in sim- 
ple and exact opposition to clear or 
pure emotion. 
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Years after years, 

Tbrough blood, and tears. 
And a thick hell of hatreds, and hopes, and fean; 

We waded and flew, a 

And the islets were few 
Where the bud-blighted flowers of happiness grew. 

Our feet now, every palm, 

Are sandalled with calm. 
And the dew of our wings is a rain of balm; i: 

And, beyond our eyes, 

The human love lies 
Which makes all it gazes on Paradise. 

Chorus of Spirits and Hours. 

Then weave the web of the mvstic measure; 
From the depths of the sky and the ends of the ean! 

Come, swift Spirits of might and of pleasure, i 
Fill the dance and the music of mirth, 

As the waves of a thousand streams rush bv 

To an ocean of splendour and harmony ! 

Chorus of Spirits. 

Our spoil is won. 

Our task is done. 
We are free to dive, or soar, or run ; 

Beyond and around. 

Or within the boimd 
Wliich clips the world with darkness round. 

We'll pass the eyes 
Of the starry skies 
Into the hoar deep to colonize: 
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Death, Chaos, and Night, 
From the sound of our flight, 145 

Shall flee, like mist from a tempest's might. 

And Earth, Air, and Light, 

And the Spirit of Might, 
Which drives round the stars in their fiery flight; 

And Love, Thought, and Breath, 150 

The powers that quell Death, 
Wherever we soar shall assemble beneath. 

And our singing shall build 

In the void's loose field 
A world for the Spirit of Wisdom to wield; 155 

"We will take our plan 

From the new world of man. 
And our work shall be called the Promethean. 

Chorus of Hours. 

Break the dance, and scatter the song; 

Let some depart, and some remain. leo 

Semichorus I. 
We, beyond heaven, are driven along : 

Semichorus IL 
Us the enchantments of earth retain : 

Semichorus L 

s 
ceaseless, and rapid, and fierce, and free, 

With the Spirits which build a new earth and sea. 

And a heaven where yet heaven could never be. les 
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Semichobus IL 

Solemn, and slow, and serene, and bright, 
Leading the Day and outspeeding the Night, 
With the i>owers of a world of perfect light. 



Se^iichorus I. 

We wliirl, singing loud, round the gathering sphere, 
Till the trees, and the beasts, and the clouds appear w 
From its chaos made cabn by love, not fear. 

Semichobus IL 

We encircle the ocean and mountains of earth. 
And tlie happy foi-ms of its death and birth 
Cliange to the music of our sweet mirth. 

Chorus of Hours and Spirfts. 

Break tlie dance, and scatter the song, itj 

Let some dcj^art, and some remain, 
Wherever we flv we lead alon^:: 
In leashes, like starbeams, soft yet strong, 

Tlui clouds that are heavv with love's sweet rain. 



r.VNTHH\. 
Ha ! they are gone ! 

lONE. 

Yet feel vou no delij^ht i^ 

From the past sweetness ? 

Tanthea. 

As the bai-e green liill 
Wlien some soft cloud vanishes into rain, 
Lauglis with a thousand drops of sunny water 
To the unpavilioued sky'. 



^ IV. J l'i;<>MKTIIi:riS UNllol'Nh. 'J47 

lONE. 

Even whilst we speak 
Ifew notes arise. What is that awful sound ? iss 

Panthea. 

Tis the deep music of the rolling world 
Eandling within the strings of the waved air, 
.£olian modulations. 

lONE. 

Listen too, 
How every pause is filled with under-notes, 
Clear, silver, icy, keen awakening tones, loo 

Which pierce the sense, and live within the soul. 
As the sharp stars pi6rce winter's crystal air 
And gaze upon themselves within the sea. 

Panthea. 

* 

But see where through two openings in the forest 

Wliich hanging branches overcanopy, 105 

And where two runnels of a rivulet. 

Between the close moss violet-inwoven. 

Have made their path of melody, like sisters 

Who part with sighs that they may meet in smiles. 

Turning their dear disunion to an isle 200 

Of lovely grief, a wood of sweet sad thoughts ; 

Two visions of strange radiance float upon 

The ocean-like enchantment of strong sound. 

Which flows intenser, keener, deeper yet 

Under the ground and through the windless air. 205 

Ione. 

I see a cliariot like that tliinnest 1)oat, 

In which the mother of the months is borne 
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By ebbing night into her western cave, 

When she upsprings from interlunar dreams. 

O'er which is curved an orblike canopy 

Of gentle darkness, and the hills and woods 

Distinctly seen through that dusk airy veil, 

Eegard like shapes in an enchanter's glass; 

Its wheels are solid clouds, azure and gold. 

Such as the genii of the thunder-storm^ 

Pile on the floor of the illumined sea 

"VVTien the sun rushes under it; they roll 

And move and grow as with an inward wind ; 

Witliin it sits a winged infant, white 

Its coimtenance, like the whiteness of bright snow, j 

Its plumes are as feathers of sunny frost,* 

Its limbs gleam white, through the wind-flowing folds 

Of its white robe, woof of ivtherial pearl. 

Its hair is white, the briglitness of white light 

Scattered in strings ;^ vet its two eves are heavens ^ 

Of liquid darkness, which the Deity 

"Within seems pouring, as a storm is poured 

From jagged clouds, out of their arrowy lashes. 

Tempering the cold and radiant air around. 

With fire that is not brightness ; in its hand » 

It sways a quivering moon-beam, from whose j)oint 

A guiding power directs the chariot's j)row 

Over its wheeled clouds, which as thev roll 

Over the grass, and flowers, and waves, wake sound?, 

Sweet as a singing rain of sUver dew. ss 

Panthea. 
And from the other opening in the wood 

^ In Shelley's edition there is a is certainly worthy of attention. 
tv»niiaa here. n o* • • oi. n » ,. . 

« Mr. Ko^setti's suggestion to amend . '^^^'•'"j^in Shelley 8€aition,-j<niii;f 

the strange rhvthm of thi* line, by m Mre. SheUey s. I have no d..u&t 

roading this correction was authorized by tie 
It* feathers arc as plumoa of suutiy frost, errata. 
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Hushes, with loud and whirlwind harmony, 

A sphere, which is as many thousand spheres, 

Solid as crystal,^ yet through aU its mass 

Flow, as through empty space, music and light : 240 

Ten thousand orbs involving and involved, 

Purple and azure, white, and^ green, and golden. 

Sphere witliin sphere; and every space between 

Peopled with unimaginable shapes, 

Such as ghosts dream dwell in the lampless deep, 2*5 

Yet each inter-transpicuous, and they whirl 

Over each other with a thousand motions. 

Upon a thousand sightless axles spinning. 

And with the force of self-destroying swiftness. 

Intensely, slowly, solemnly roll on, 250 

Kindling with mingled sounds, and many tones. 

Intelligible words and music wild. 

With mighty whirl the multitudinous orb 

Grinds the bright brook into an azure mist 

Of elemental subtlety, like light ; 255 

And the wild odour of the forest flowers, 

Tlie music of the living grass and air, 

The emerald light of leaf-entangled beams 

Round its intense yet self-conflicting speed. 

Seem kneaded into one aeriaP mass 200 

Which drowns the sense. Within the orb itself. 

Pillowed upon its alabaster arms, 

like to a child overwearied with sweet toil. 

On its own folded wings, and wavy hair, 

The Spirit of the Earth is laid asleep, 2(;6 

And you can see its little lips are moving, 

Amid the changing light of their own smiles, 

^ In Shelley's edition, chrystal. stand as it does in hia edition, 

• I have ventured to follow Mr. Purple and azure, wliite, greeu, ami 

Rossetti in inserting this second andy golden, 

because it seems morally certain that with a syllable too little. 

SheUey did not intend the line to 'In Shelley's edition, aerial. 
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Like one who talks of what he loves in dream. 

lOKE. 

'Tis only mocking the orb's harmony. 

Panthea. 
And from a star upon its forehead, shoot, 
Like swords of azure fire, or golden spears 
With tyrant-quelling myrtle overtwined, 
Embleming heaven and earth united now. 
Vast beams like spokes^ of some invisible wheel 
Wliich whirl as the orb whirls, swifter than thought, as 
Filling the abyss with sun-like lightnings,* 
And perpendicular now, and now transverse, 
Pierce the dark soil, and as they pierce and pass, 
Make bare the secrets of tlie earth's deep heart ; 
Infinite mine of adamant and gold, &« 

Valueless^ stones, and imimagined gems, 
And caverns on crystJilline* columns poised* 
Witli vegetable silver overspread ; 
Wells of unfathomed fire, and water springs 
"Wlience the great sea, even as a cliild is feil, si 

"Wliose vapours clotlie earth's monarch mountain-tojw 
With kingly, ermine snow. The beams flash on 



^ spoke in Shelley'a edition, — tpolrts 
in Mrs. Shelley's. 

^ Mr. Rossotti gives iis in this line 
finextimple of how ft very Blight change 
may produce a verj- calamitous result, 
by introducing the letter c into lif/ht- 
nhiy/, and thus reducing the line to the 
nonmd scansion, but, to my mind 
ruinously. If, indeed, it is not as 
Shelley meant it to l>e, — and the 
}Ththm is i>erfectly good, though not 
normal, — it would seem to me much 
less objectionable to tran8iM)8e the 
wonls thus, 

Filling with sun-like lightnings the abyss, 
on the jwssible assumjition that Shel- 
ley's MS. had been rather obscurely 
iuterliued at this ^int, «.Tid WiaX. t\\oft<i 



who had the printing and revisitm 'A 
the volume had unravelled the line 
WTongly. 

^ This is a very curious instancv 
of Shelley's use of w^ords com{iouihled 
with the suSixless. Now and then tbe 
result is a word which in comm"0 
parlance means something quite «iif* 
ferent from what he means; and hew 
he actually uses a word conMnonhr un- 
derstood to mean of ito raltUy when 
he wishes to convey of tuck 'jrtti 
inlue that it cannot be ctUcuiated. 

* Not accented on the second gyUi- 
ble in Shelley's edition. 

* In Shelley's edition, poured : Iwt 
poized was sul)stituted in Mr8.ShclleT*e 
^T«.i edition of 1839. 
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30) 



And make appear the melancholy ruins 

Of cancelled cycles ; anchors, beaks of ships ; 

Planks turned to marble; quivers, helms, and spears, 200 

And gorgon-headed targes, and the wheels 

Of scytjifed chariots, and the emblazonry 

Of trophies, standards, and armorial beasts, 

Bound which death laughed, sepulchred emblems^ 

Of dead destruction, ruin within ruin ! 

The wrecks beside of many a city vast, 

Whose population which the earth grew over 

Was mortal, but not human; see, they lie,^ 

Their monstrous works, and uncouth skeletons. 

Their statues, homes and fanes ; prodigious shapes 

Huddled in grey annihilation, split, 

Jammed in the hard, black deep ; and over these. 

The anatomies of unknown winged things. 

And fishes which were isles of living scale. 

And serpents, bony chains, twisted around 

The iron crags, or within heaps of dust 

To which the tortuous strength of their last pangs 

Had crushed the iron crags ;* and over these 

The jagged alligator, and the might 

Of eailh-con\'nlsing behemoth, which once 

Were monarch beasts, and on the slimy shores. 

And weed-overgrown continents of earth, 

Increased and multiplied like simimer worms 

On an abandoned corpse, till the blue globe 

Wrapt deluge round it like a cloke,* and they 



305 



310 



815 



* It may be worth conflidering 
whether the word these has dropped 
from the end of this line : the metre 
m certainly curious as it stands. 

' There is no conmia here in Shelley's 
edition. 

s This repetition of the words iron 
eragt does not strike me as an over- 
sighty but as a forcible repetition aris- 
ing from the necessity of the thought 



expressed, namely that the snakes 
were either twisted round the rocks 
or buried in the dust to which they 
had crushed the rocks. It is difficult 
to imagine how it could have been 
expressed as nobly in any other way. 
' Mr. Rossetti has no doubt that it is an 
oversight, probably Shelley's. 

* So spelt in Shelley's and Mrs. 
Shelley's editions. I have little doubt 
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Yelled, gasped, and were abolished; or some God 
Whose throne was in a comet, past, and cried. 
Be not ! And like my words they were no more. 




The Earth.* 

The joy, the triumph, the delight, the madness! 

The boundless, overflowing, bursting gladness, 
The vapourous exultation not to be confined ! 

Ha ! ha ! the animation of delight 

Wliich wraps me, like an atmosphere of light. 
And bears me as a cloud is borne by its own windL 

The Moon. 
Brother mine, calm wanderer, 
Happy globe of land and air, 
Some Spirit is darted like a beam from thee, 
"VMiich penetrates my frozen frame, 
And passes with the warmth of flame. 
With love, and odour, and deep melody »• 

Throu<Th me, throutrli me ! 

The Earth. 
Ha ! ha ! the caverns of my hollow mountains. 
My cloven fire-crags, sound-exulting fountains 

Laugh with a vast and inextinguishable laughter. 

The oceans, and the desarts, and the abysses, ^ 

And the deep air s immeasured wildernesses, 

Answer from all their clouds and billows, echoing after. 

Tliey cry aloud as I do. Sceptred curee. 
Who all our green and azure univei^se 
Tlireatenedst to muffle round with black destruction, sending 
A solid cloud to rain hot thunder-stones, sii 

that thiB orthogra j)hy was adopted in 1 30. Mr. Rossetti imports the c»»ci- 

order to avoid the comraonplace afwo- monplace associations by changing 

ciations of the word cloakf — a motive the orthography in both instanoei. 
suggested in a note on the word cloke 
in Laon and Cythna. Sec Vol I, v. ^ See supplementary note, p. 264. 



IT.] PROMETHEUS UNBOUND. 253 

And splinter and knead down my children's bones,^ 
1 I bring forth, to one void mass battering and blending. 

Until each crag-like tower, and storied column. 
Palace, and obelisk, and temple solemn, sis 

Y imperial mountains crowned with cloud, and snow, and 

fire; 
My sea-like forests, every blade and blossom 
Which finds a grave or cradle in my bosom, 
ere stamped by thy strong hate into a lifeless mire. 

How art thou sunk, withdrawn, covered, drunk up 

By thirsty nothing, as the brackish cup ssi 

uined by a desart-troop, a little drop for all; 

And from beneath, around, within, above. 

Filling thy void annihilation, love 
irst in like light on caves cloven by the^ thunder-ball. 

The Moon. 

The snow upon my lifeless mountains ssc 

Is loosened into living fountains, 
y solid oceans flow, and sing, and sliine : 
A spirit from my heart bursts forth, 
It clothes with unexpected birth soo 

Y cold bare bosom : Oh ! it must be tliine 

On mine, on mine ! 

Grazing on thee I feel, I know 

Green stalks biu^t forth, and bright flowers grow, 
id living shapes upon my bosom move : 3«5 

Music is in the sea and air. 

Winged clouds soar here and there, 
urk with the rain new buds are dreaming of: 
Tis love, all love ! 

There is no comma at hone$ in * In Shelley's edition the had appa- 

slley*8 edition : it was supplied by rently dropped out : Mn. Shelley sup- 
«. Shelley. plied it. 
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The Eabth. 

It interpenetrates my granite mass, «• 

Tlirougli tangled roots and trodden clay doth pass, 
Into the utmost leaves and delicatest flowers; 

Upon the winds, among the clouds 'tis spread. 

It wakes a life in the forgotten dead. 
They breathe a spirit up from their obscurest bowers, ss 

And like a storm bursting its cloudy prison 
With thunder, and with whirlwind, has arisen 

Out of the lampless caves of unimagiued being: 

With earthquake shock and swiftness making shiver 
Thought's stagnant chaos, unremoved for ever, m 

Till hate, and fear, and pain, light-vanquished shadows, fleeing. 

Leave Man, who was a many sided mirror, 
'WHiich could distort to many a shape of error, 

Tliis true fair world of things, a sea reflecting love; 

'Wliich over all his kind as the sun's lieaven » 

Gliding o*er ocean, smooth, serene, and even 

Darting from starr}' depths radiance and life,^ doth movtv 

Leave Man,^ even as a leprous chUd is left, 
"\\lio follows a sick beast to some warm cleft 

Of rocks, through which the might of healing springs i? 

poured ; »^ 

Then when it wanders home with rosv smUe, 
Unconscious, and its mother fears awliile 

It is a spirit, then, weeps on her child restored. 

Man, oh, not men ! a chain of linked thought, 
Of love and might to be divided not, » 

Compelling the elements with adamantine stress ; 

' So in the MS. ; but Itf/ht in all tutes a ct)mma, rightly of coiirso. 
editions which I have conBult^ ' In Shelley's edition, iiuin. with » 

^ In Shelley's edition there is a full- small m. 
stop at move : Mrs. Shelley subwti- 
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As the sun rules, even with a tyrant's gaze, 
The unquiet republic of the maze 
f planets, struggling fierce towards heaven's free wilderness. 

Man, one harmonious soul of many a soul, 4oo 

Whose nature is its own divine controul, 
here all things flow to all, as rivers to the sea ; 

Familiar acts are beautiful through love; 

Labour, and pain, and grief, in life's green grove 
K)rt like tame beasts, none knew how gentle they could be ! 

His will, with aU mean passions, bad delights. 

And selfish cares, its trembling satellites, 407 

spirit iU to guide, but mighty to obey. 
Is as a tempest-wingfed ship, whose helm 
Love rules, through waves which dare not overwhebn, 

)rcing life's wildest shores to own its sovereign sway. 

All things confess his strength. Through the cold mass 
Of marble and of colour his dreams pass ; 
•ight threads whence mothers weave the robes their chil- 
dren wear; 
Language is a perpetual orphic song, 416 

Which rules with Daedal harmony a throng 
' thoughts and forms, which else senseless and shapeless 
were. 

The lightning is his slave ; heaven's utmost deep 

Gives up her stars, and like a flock of sheep 
ley pass before his eye, are numbered, and roll on ! 420 

The tempest is his steed, he strides the air; 

And the abyss shouts from her depth laid bare, 
3aven, hast thou secrets ? Man unveils me ; I have none. 
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[act IV. 



The Moon. 

Tlie sliadow of white death has past 

From my path in heaven at last, 
A clinging sliroud of solid frost and sleep ; 

And through my newly-woven bowers, 

Wander happy paramours, 
1x^83 mighty, but as mild as those who keep 
Thy vales more deep. 



4S5 



430 



The Earth. 

As the dissolving warmth of dawn nmy fold 
A half unfrozen* dew-globe, green, and gold. 

And crystalline, till it becomes a wingM mist, 
And wanders up the vault of the blue day. 
Outlives the noon, and on the sun's last ray 

Hangs o'er the sea, a fleece of fire and amethyst. 



4S5 



The Moon. 

Thou art folded, thou art lying 
In the light whicli is undying 
Of thine own joy, and heaven's smile divine ; 
All suns and constellations shower 
On thee a light, a life, a power 



440 



' In the original edition half in frozen , 
— in Mrs. Shelley's tiret edition of 
1839, and onward, half unfrozen ; and 
I have no doubt thin was one of the 
verbid changes authorized by Shelley's 
list of errata. Mr. Ro8»etti reverts to 
the original edition, on the ground 
that " the whole simile (applicable to 
the preceding ()as8age as to the vita- 
lizing of the moon) sets forth how the 
icamUh of dawTi dissolves a dew-drop 
into mist. To call this dew-drop, in 
the first instance, ' half frozen' (or 'in- 
frozen ' ) furthers the simile ; but to 
call it ' half unfrozen ' counteracts the 
simile." This reasoning is very diffi- 
cult to follow : I should liave thought 



that a half f rosen dew-drop was exact- 
ly in the same state as a half unfrozen 
one, and therefore at least as well 
fitted for compariBon to the imfrozen 
moon ; but beyond thia it is to be 
noted that the disaolring wannth of 
dawn would at first operate on what 
was wholly frosen, and itself reduce 
the dew-drop to the state described by 
half unfroteny before it reduced it to 
mist. It would not have remaiiMd 
half frozen from night till davm; and 
in like manner the moon would ha^ 
been half unfrozen before it was 
wholly unfrozen. The simile eeenis 
to me perfect in Mrs. Shelley's edi- 
tion, — imperfect in SheUey*s. 
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Tiich doth array thy sphere ; thou pourest thine 
On mine, on mine ! 

The Earth. 

, I spin beneath my pyramid of night, 

Wliich points into the heavens dreaming delight, 4i5 

unnuring victorious joy in my enchanted sleep; 

As a youth lulled in love-dreams faintly sigliing, 

Under the shadow of his beauty lying, 
liich round his rest a watch of light and warmth doth keep. 

The Moon. 

As in the soft and sweet eclipse, 4'.o 

WHien soul meets soul on lovers' lips, 
High hearts are calm, and brightest eyes are dull ; 

So when thy shadow faUs on me, 

Then am I mute and still, by thee 
Covered ; of thy love, Orb most beautiful, 4r.5 

Full, oh, too full ! 

Thou art speeding round the sim 

Brightest world of many a one ; 

Green and azure sphere wliich sliinest 

With a light which is divinest 400 

Among all the lamps of Heaven 

To whom life and light is given; 

I, thy crystal paramour 

Borne beside thee by a power 

Like the polar Paradise, 4«5 

Magnet-like of lovers* eyes ; 

I, a most enamoured maiden 

Whose weak brain is overladen 

With the pleasure of her love, 

. Maniac-like around thee move 470 

Gazing, an insatiate bride, 
VOL. 11. s 
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On tliv forni from even' side 

Like a Mienad, round tlie cup 

AVhii-h A^Tive liftotl up 

In the wt'iixU Cadma»an forest. 

I in >t her, wheresoeer thou soarest 

1 must lnim% whirl and follow 

Tlmjugh the lieavens wide and hollow, 

Shelteivd hv the wann embrace 

Of thy soul from hunjxn' sjMice, 

Drinkinj: from thy sense and sight 

r>eauty, majesty, and might, 

As a lover or a* cameleon 

(Ji-ows like what it looks u{)on, 

As a violet's gentle eye 

(Jazes on the azure skv 

Until its hue grows like what it Iteholds, 
As a grev and watery mist 
(ilow-^ like solid amethvst 

Atlnvart tlie western mountain it enfolds. 
Wlien tlie sunset sleeps 
I'jMMi its snow.-* 



' In Sht'llt-y'H e<litiou, wiVn/. 

' Mm. Shcllev an<l Mr. R«m84'tti 
omit this Word a. which i^ in Shellov'n 
t'<lition. It Ktt-nis to nie very douht- 
ful whether it should Ik? there or nut ; 
hut ]>irha|>H it in s«fer to leave it. 

^ Mr. Kos»«(>tti taken the two oj^'U- 
inp linen away from the next njiefch, 
an<i addn them to thiH H[>eech of the 
moon, elortiiig it thus — 

When the KUiuH-t >«Ui"1)h 

UiM>n itit Hitow, 
Arnlthe wenik «lay wt>ejw 

Tlmt it hIioiiM 1m' m». 

He wiyj* it ajutearH to him "crriain 
that this couplet ought to lielong to 
the Motm,** <»u the gnmnd that it 
*• completefl the sennt*, the metre, ami 
the rhyme, of the M<Min'8 ppeei'li, and 
in at variance with all the^e projferties 
of the Karth'a Ki>eech.'* Mr. l{o»*wtti 
addd that " a>'Humnce in made doubly 



8ure when we turn to the PnignM 
printed at p. 533 of the i«econd toI 
vf hii3 edition, and which i» an folk 

An a \ii4et'ii g<eiiUe eye. 
Gtuof* oil th« azure iikT 
I'ntil itM hue icn>w« like what it bdiol 
Asa fcny and empty mitt 
I ji>ii like solid ameth^itt 
< >ver the wei»t«in mountaiii it oifcUk 
Wlien the nuiutet ftlee|i* 
I'lum it« snow ; 
Am a Ktrain <if wweetast aoand 
WraiM itneif the wind anmnd 
I'litil the v«nc«leMi wind be miuictoo 
Ah aught dM-k, rain, and dull, 
liaitkiiiff in what i» beautifbl, 
I« fall of li^ht and lore. 

" Here/* saya Mr. Roesettl "w« 
that Shelley had at first writ 
in continuation of the moon's T^ 
six lines, which he afterwards cut' 
Hulfitituting thiH couplet; and 
cannot hut 8ee in a moment the g 
proliability that the aubatituted c( 
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Panthea. 
An universal sound like words : Oh, list ! 

Demogorgon. 

Tliou, Earth, calm empire of a happy soul, 

Sphere of divinest shapes and harmonies, 520 

Beautiful orb! gathering as thou dost roU 
The love wliich paves thy path along the skies : 

The Earth. 
I hear: I am as a drop of dew that dies. 

Demogorgon. 

Tliou, Moon, which gazest on the nightly Earth 
With wonder, as it gazes upon thee ; 625 

Wliilst each to men, and beasts, and the swift birth 
Of birds, is beauty, love, calm, harmony : 

The Moon. 
I hear : I am a leaf shaken by thee ! 

Demogorgon. 

Ye kings of suns and stars. Daemons and Gods, 

iEtherial Dominations, who possess too 

Elysian, windless, fortimate abodes 

Beyond Heaven's constellated wilderness : 

A Voice from above. 
Our great Eepublic hears, we are bleat, and bless. 

Demogorgon. 

Ye happy dead, whom beams of brightest verse 

Are clouils to liide, not colours to pouilray, .w. 
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Wlu'tlirr vour iKiturt* is that universe 
Which once ve saw and sufteretl — 

A \ Uh'K riUiM MEXKATH 

Or as they 
Whiuii we have left, we chauge and |>ass away. 

Demchjokgon. 

Ye elemental CJenii, who liave homes 

Fruui niiurs high mind even to the central stone «» 
Of sullen lead ; from Heaven's star-fretted domes 

To the dull weeil some sea-worm battens on: 

A CONFUSED Voice. 
We hear: thy wunls waken Oblivion, 

Demogorgox. 

spirits, whose homes are Hesh : ye beasts and birds, 
Ye worms, and fish ; ye living leaves and buds ; ^45 

Li^'hliiing and wind ; and ye untameable herds, 
^leteors and mists, which throng airs solitudes: 

A Voice. 
Tliy voice to us is wind among still woods. 

Dhmogorgon. 

ilan, who well once a despot and a slave; 

A dnjH* and a dereiver ; a decay; ^ 

A traveller from the cradle to the grave 

Tliron<'h the dim ni«;ht of this inmiortal day: 

All. 
Speak : thy strong wonls may never i>ass away. 



'■■■ I'l;"Ml.l lli.l > I \(;(.! Nh. 



_ ' ' . » 



J)l!:MU(iuKGON. 

This is^ the day, which down the. void ahysiii 

At the Earth-boni's spell yawns for Heaven's despotism, 5^5 

And Conquest is dragged captive through the deep : 
XiOve, from its awful throne of patient power 
In the wise heart, from the last giddy hour 

Of dead* endurance, from the slippery, steep, 
And narrow verge of crag-like agony, springs 5450 

And folds over the world its healing wings. 

Gentleness, Virtue, Wisdom, and Endurance, 
These are the seals of that most firm assurance 

Which bars the pit over Destruction's strength ; 
And if, with infirm hand. Eternity, 565 

Mother of many acts and hours, should free 

The serpent that would cla^p her with his length ; 
These are the spells by which to re-assume 
An empire o*er the disentangled doom. 

To suflfer woes which Hope thinks infinite; 570 

To forgive wrongs darker than death or night; 

To defy Power, which seems omnipotent; 
To love, and bear; to hope till Hope creates 
From its own wreck the thing it contemplates; 

Neither to change, nor faulter,^ nor repent ; r.75 

This, like thy glory, Titan, is to be 
Good, great and joyous, beautiful and free ; 
This is alone Life, Joy, Empire, and Victory. 



' The word is, duly printed in Shel- tion of 1839, — taking the sense to be 

ley's edition, wms dropped out in Mrs. " from the last hour of endurance now 

Shelley's, doubtless through accident. dead." 

'So in SheUey's edition ; but dread • In Shelley's edition werea<l/a^/<rr; 

in Mrs. Shelley's and Mr. Rossetti's. Mrs. SheUey substituted /a m^w, pre- 

I imagine this to have been an error sumably on the authority of Shelley's 

of the press in Mrs. Shelley's first edi- own list of errata. 




[The term The Earth would seem to have been compelled into donhk 
duty in Prometkeiu Unbound ; and two of the peraons of the drauM, tpcik- 
ing under thu name, are of clearly opposite sexes. The El&BTHy op to tk 
end of the third act, is of course the Hellenic Tellus ; and in the tbnd 
act this traditional or mythic Earth is dearly distinguiBhed from the bmc 
truly Shelleyan conception introduced under the name of The SPiiiTorni 
EIarth. In the fourth act, however, the two choric interiocutors whose nV 
terancee are headed as those of The Earth and The Muox are an enamoond 
brother and sister, — The Earth being masculine. Now there can be vei; 
little doubt that, through an oversight probably arising from the la{«e cf 
time between the writing of the third and fourth acts, Shelley used the 
terms The Earth and The Moon, to head the divisions of this saUime 
dialogue, as a kind of mental short-hand for The Spirit of the Earth aad 
The Spirit of the Moon. The main consideration which has prevented 
me from so heading the speeches is the existence of an element in tboM 
of The Earth which might be taken as more appropriate to the veritsUe 
Tellus. Not that I think the poet could for a moment have meant tu 
change the sex of Tellus in the fourth act ; but it is possible that he mif 
have meant the speaker here to be the literal planet, and not either uf the 
quasi-personal emanations from it who figure in other (larts of the p)em. 
But, though jvossible, I deem thia very improlwble, for several rwa^-na. 
In the first place, The Spiuit of the Moon and The Spirit of the Eikth 
are introduce<l explicitly in the long 8i>eeche8 of Tone and Panthea. lines 
194 to 318, pp. 247 to *2r»2, imme<liately preceding the choric dial«ieue h 
que.stion. Secondly, this Spirit that gui<ie.s the Eiirth is told by AsU h 
Act III, So. IV, that they will never part till bin " chaj«te hLster who piidt» 
the frozen and inconstant moon " nhall love him ; and when he a^— 
" ^^'hat ; jw Asia loves Prometheus ? " — the reply is, ** Peace, wanton, th-ju 
art not yet old enough" : from which, I imagine, we are to asc^ume that in 
the interval he haa grown old enough, and the prophecy of love from Thk 
Spirit of the Moox is under fulfilment Thirdly. Mr». Shelley, in her 
first edition of lb39, inserted a new dramatis persona. The Spirit of the 
Moon, presumably from Shelley's lii«t of errata ; and there are no speeches 
but thene of Thk M(X)X to assign to such a j>er8<»n. Aa regards the \nj6p\- 
bility that the literal planet may have been meant for the sfK.'iiker, it is to 
Ixj remarketl that the talk of hollow mountain:^, crags, departs, ocean?, 
abysses, &c., l>eginiiing at line 332 {p. 252), is similar to that of Earth the 
Mother in Act I (beginning at line 152, j). 156), where it is clearly not the 
planet, but a personsU emanation who speaks, — for Prometheus knows that 
\n» Mother is " moving uear " him. I take it that, whether the emaiLitiun 
were a modification of the mythic Tellus as in the earlier i>art of the fveni, 
or the spirit that guides the Earth round the sun as in the latter |«rt, 
Shelley would feel equally justifieil in letting the 8i>eaker Uiie the wont 
" mt/ hollow uiouDtains, mt/ cloven fire-crags," and »o on, and even ** «y 
children's bones, all / bring forth," — the siieaker being supposed to refer to 
his or her realm, and what exists or is brought forth therein. On the 
whole, therefore, I have no moral doubt that we should read The Spirit of 
the Earth and The Spirit of the Moi>x for The Earth and The Mw>". 
throughout pp. 252 t»j 2tJl.— H.B.F.] 
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[Published with Prometheu9 Unbound, 1820.] 



[AcUfrtiu^ Ui tiio Htrew had in my |ireface (Vol. I) on Shelley V aelectko 
mu\ arraiigouient i>f smaller |Kiem(i t4j aooompany hi« greater ones, h will be 
well to quote here Home iMUMagen from his letter to Mr. Oilier {^My 
MemorinUy i>i>. l:iS-lM, elated the 14th of May, 1820, bearing on the particular 
^»u|» of )>i»i>uu< to accompany his Promdhent Vnboumd: — "If I had even 
intvii<le«l to pulilitth Julian and Maddalo with my name, yet I wtmld not pdnt 
it with Prometheus. It would not harmonize. It is an attempt in a diflerent 
Htyle, in which I am not yet 8ure of mynelf — a sfmio peiUatns way of treating 
hunuin nature, tjuite opiHined to the idealisms of that drama. ... I ought to 
nay that I Hend you (NtouiM in a few iKMts, to print at the ead of Prometheuiy 
I tetter titte<l for that puqHHM.* than any in your possession.'* Of the following 
poiMUH which were tluiHe actually published with Prow^ttkeuM CiUHmnd, I am 
not awurt> of any c*omi»let<> MSS. Iteing extant. I have some reason to suspect 
the exirttoiicf of a tranncript i>f The Sentitire Plant in Mr». Shelley's hand- 
writing, but have Hot tis yet Huci^eetled in reducing this suspiciMi to a 
c*Ttaii)ty. Of The •S'ii«i/iiy Plant and all the others of this wonderful givup 
there are tract»*i in the fonn o( fnigiuentary drafts in Shelley's note-buob 
now in tlie IKn^M'^sion of hii* 8on ; but Mr. Uamett, who knows more about 
tlu'rtc fnigiucnt** than anyone elr*e doen, a^«iure8 me they yield no imiwrtant 
variationri fnan the jiriutetl text, tliough an ini|H>rtant blank in stanza XV 
uf the ffiii to LiUrtij k< happily bupplie<l. — H.H.F.] 
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THE SENSITIVE PLANTJ 



PART FIRST. 

A Sensitive Plant in a garden grew, 
And the young winds fed it with silver dew, 
And it opened its fan-like leaves to the light. 
And closed them beneath the kisses of night. 

And the Spring arose on the garden fair. 
Like the Spirit of Love felt every where;* 
And each flower and herb on Earth's dark breast 
Kose from the dreams of its' wintry rest. 



But none ever trembled and panted with bliss 
In the garden, the field, or the wilderness, 
Likei a doe in the noon-tide with love's sweet want, 
As the companionless Sensitive Plant. 



10 



The snow-drop, and then tlie violet, 

Arose from the ground with warm rain wet, 



' Placed by Mrs. Shelley at the 
head of the poems written in 1 820. 

• In Mrs. Shelley's first edition of 
1839 this line is printed — 

And the Spirit of Love felt everj where ; 
and in her second edition ftU is sub- 
stituted tor felt f so as to make the line 
read intelligibly. I should imagine 
that and was a misprint in her first 



edition (a very likely misprint, look- 
ing at the number of adjacent lines 
which begin with and)f and that, in 
revising for the second, she noticeil 
the line was wrong and correcteil it 
conjecturally, in the wrong place. 
In Shelley's own edition the line 
reads as I have given it in the text ; 
and Mr. Roesetti adopts that reading. 
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And their breath was mixed with fresh odonr, sent is 
From the turf, like tlie voice and the instrument 

Then tlie pied wind-flowers and the tulip tall. 
And narcissi, the fairest among them aU, 
• Who gaze on their eyes in the stream's recess, 
Till they die of their own dear loveliness ; » 

And the Naiad-like lily of the vale, 
Wliom youth makes so fair and passion so pale, 
That the light of its tremulous bells is seen 
Tlirough their paWlions of tender green ; 



s 



And the hyacinth purple, and white, and blue, 
AMiich flung from its bells a sweet peal anew 
Of music so delicate, soft, and intense. 
It was felt like an odour within the sense ; 



And the rose like a nraiph to the bath addrest. 
Which unveiled tlie depth of her glowing breast, >• 
Till, fold after fold, to the fainting air 
The soul of her beauty and love lay bare : 

And the wand-like lily, which lifted up. 

As a Micnad, its moonlight-coloured cup. 

Till the fiery star, which is its eye, ss 

Gazed through clear dew on the tender sky ; 

And the jessamine faint, and the sweet tuberose, 

The sweetest flower for scent that blows ; 

And all nire blossoms from every clime 

Grew in tliat garden in perfect prime. ^} 

And on the stream whose inconstant bosom 

Was }»rankt umlcr bouglis ol' embowering blc»ss(»m. 
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With golden and green light, slanting through 
Their heaven of many a tangled hue, 

Broad water lilies lay tremulously, 45 

And starry river-buds glimmered by. 
And around them the soft stream did glide and dance 
With a motion of sweet sound and radiance. 

And the sinuous paths of lawn and of moss, 
'Which led through the garden along and across, so 

Some open at once to the sim and the breeze, 
Some lost among bowers of blossoming trees. 

Were all paved with daisies and delicate bells 

As fair as the fabulous asphodels. 

And flowrets which drooping as day drooped too 66 

Fell into pavilions, white, purple, and blue. 

To roof the glow-worm from the evening dew. 

And from this undefiled Paradise 

The flowers (as an infant's awakening eyes 

Smile on its mother, whose singing sweet ao 

Can first lull, and at last must awaken it,) 

When Heaven's blithe winds had unfolded them. 

As mine-lamps enkindle a hidden gem. 

Shone smiling to Heaven, and every one 

Shared joy in the light of the gentle sun ; 66 

For each one was interpenetrated 
With the light and the odour its neighbour shed. 
Like young lovers whom youth and love make dear 
Wrapped and filled by their mutual atmosphere. 
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But the Sensitive Plant which could give small fruit t« 
Of the love which it felt from the leaf to the root, 
Received more than all, it loved more than ever, 
Where none wanted but it, could belong to the giver,^ 



For the Sensitive Plant has no bright flower; 
Riidiance and odour are not its dower ; 
It loves, even like Love, its deep heart is full, 
It desires what it has not, the beautiful! 



75 



The li<^ht winds which from unsnstaining wings 
Shed the music of many mummringa; 
The l^eams which dart from many a star 
Of the flowers whose hues they bear afar; 



» 



The j)lum6d insects swift and free, 
Like golden l)oats on a sunny sea, 
I^den with light and odour, which pass 
Over the gleam of tlie living grass ; 



S5 



Tlie unseen clouds of the dew, which lie 
Like fire in tlie flowers till the sun rides high, 
Tlien wander like spirits among the spliercs, 
Each cloud faint with the fragrance it bears ; 

Tlie quivering vapours of dim noontide, 
Which like a sea o'er the A^Tirm earth glide, 
In which every sound, and odour, and beam, 
Move, as reeds in a single stream ; 



M 



^ I leave thi8 ntanza preciKely as in 
Shelley's edition ; and there ought to 
l)e no neetl for a note ou it. The 
rei>eatod di«cu8»»ion of the sense, how- 
ever, shewg that a note ia netnled to 
}»rotect the jMi88af:je fn>m emendation, 
agree with Mr. Swinburne that there 
ifl here "a line inipoiwible to reduce 
to rule, but not obscure in its bearing ; " 



and as the explanation given by tliat 
keen critic {Enayt and Studiet, pp> 
185-(>) is tranBparently ludd, I can (^ 
no better than quote it : *'The pbnt^ 
which could not prove by produce of 
any bliiasom the love it felt, reoeit«<l 
more of the light and odour motoally 
shed upon each other by ite ndghbonr 
flowers than did any one among these, 
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Each and all like ministering angels were 

For the Sensitive Plant sweet joy to bear, 05 

Whilst the lagging hours of the day went by 

Like windless clouds o'er a tender sky. 

And when evening descended from heaven above, 
And the Earth was all rest, and the air was all love, 
And delight, tho* less bright, was far more deep, 100 

And the day's veil fell from the world of sleep. 

And the beasts, and the birds, and the insects were drowned 
In an ocean of dreams without a sound; 
Wliose waves never mark, tho* they ever impress 
The light sand which paves it, consciousness ; los 

(Only over head the sweet nightingale 

Ever sang more sweet as the day might fail, 

And suatclies of its Elysian chant 

Were mixed with the dreams of the Sensitive Plant.) 



Tlie Sensitive Plant^ was the earliest 
Up-gathered into the bosom of rest ; 
A sweet child weary of its delight. 
The feeblest and yet the favourite. 
Cradled within the embrace of night. 



110 



and thus, though powerless to show 
it, yet . . . felt more love than the 
flower which gave it gifts of light and 
odour could feel, having nothing to 
give back, as the others had, in return ; 
all the more thankful and loving for 
the very barrenness and impotence of 
requital which made the gift a charity 
instead of an exchange/' The use of 
the words lored more as an equivalent 
for felt more love, so as to " include or 
inTolve a noun in its cognate verb " is, 
in the opinion of Mr. Swinburne, 
"not imitable by others, even if 
defensible in Shelley." Of coiu«e 
defence or condemnation of any form 
of speech ascertained to be Shelley's, 



is an editorial impertinence, to which 
I do not aflpire ; and I only expect 
explanations mich as the present to be 
tolerated on the ground that they 
are offered (whether original or quoted) 
as a protection of the text against 
editorial corruption. Wliether the 
expression "loved more (that is to 
say loved more love) than ever could 
belong to the giver " be admisttible or 
not, I think it is clearly established 
that such was Shelley's deliberate 
phrase ; and that is sufficient to con- 
demn any change in it 

^ In this instance, and in lines 74, 
95, and 110, we read, in Shelley's edi- 
tion, »en$Uive plant, without capitals. 
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PART SECOND. 



Tliere waa a Power in tliis sweet place, 

All Eve in this Eclen; a ruling grace 

'Which to the flowers did they waken or dream, 

AViis as God is to the starry scheme. 

A I^dy, the wonder of her kind, 5 

Whose form was upborne by a lovely mind 
^NHiich, dihiting, had moulded her mien and motion 
Like a sea-flower unfolded beneath the ocean, 

Tended the ganlen from morn to even : 
And the meteors of that sublunar heaven, 10 

Like the lamps of the air when night walks forth, 
Lau<,'lied round her footsteps up from the Earth ! 

She had no companion of mortal race, 
But her tremulous breath and her flushing face 
Told, whilst the morn^ kissed the sleep from her eyes 
That her dreams were less slumber than Paradise: i« 

As if some bright Spirit for her sweet sake 

Had deserted heaven while the stars were awake. 

As if yet around her he lingering were, 

Tlio' the veil of daylight concealed him from her. » 

Her step seemed to pity the grass it prest; 
You might hear by the heaving of her breast, 

' In^ Shelley's edition nwouy but me,— doubtless one of his own cc^ 
mom in all other editions known to rections. 



Tin: >F,\srn\'K ri.wr, I'ai.t ii 



)■ 






That the coiiiin;j: and »i:(>iii«j:^ ut' the wind 
Brought pleasure tliere and left passion behind. 

And wherever her airy footstep trod, 2:. 

Her trailing hair from the grassy sod 
Erased its light vestige, with shadowy sweep. 
Like a sunny storm o'er the dark green deep. 

I doubt not the flowers of that garden sweet 
llejoiced in the sound of her gentle feet ; 30 

I doubt not they felt the spirit that came 
From her glowing fingers thro' all their frame. 

She sprinkled bright water from the stream 
On those that were faint with the sunny beam; 
And out of the cups of the heavy flowers 3» 

She emptied the rain of the thunder showers. 

She lifted their heads with her tender hands, 

And sustained them with rods and ozier bands ; 

If the flowers had been her own infants she 

Could never have nursed them more tenderly. 40 

And all killing insects and gnawing worms. 
And things of obscene and unlovely forms, 
She bore in a basket of Indian woof, 
Into the .rough woods far aloof. 

In a basket, of grasses and wild flowers full, 45 

The freshest her gentle hands could pull 
For the poor banished insects, whose intent, 
Although they did ill, was innocent. 



^ In Mm. Sheney*B editions we read Becond the, which ia certainly ^Tong, 
the earning and the going ; but the is not in Shelley^s edition. 

YOU II. T 
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But the bee and the beanilike ephemeria 
\V1iose path is the lightning's, and soft mollis Uiat ki 
The sweet lii>s of the flowers, and hami not, did sli* 
Make her attendant angels be. 

And many an antenatal tomb, 
Where butterflies dream of tlie life to come, 
Slie left clinging round the smooth and dark 
Jklge of the o<lorou8 cedar bark. 

This fairest ciimture from earliest spring 
Thus moved through tlie ganlen ministering 
All the sweet season of sunmier tide. 
And ere tlie first leaif lookeil bro\ni — she died! 



PART THIRD. 

Three days tlie dowel's of the gjinlen fair, 
Like stars when the moon is awakened, were, 
Or the waves of Baiie, ere luminous 
She floats up through the smoke of Vesuvius. 

And on the fourth, the Sensitive Plant 
Felt the sound of the funeral chaunt. 
And the steps of the bearers, heavy and slow, 
And the sobs of the mourners deep and low; 

The weary sound and the heavy breath, 
And the silent motions of passing death, 
And the smell, cold, op]>ressive, and dank, 
Sent through the i)ores of the coflBdi plank; 
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Tlie dark grass, and the flowers among the gi'asa, 
Were bright with tears as the crowd did pass ; 
From tlieir sighs the wind caught a mournful tone, 
And sate in the pines, and gave groan for groan. 



15 



The garden, once fair, became cold and foul. 
Like the corpse of her who had been its soul, 
Wliich at first was lovely^ as if in sleep, 
Then slowly changed, till it grew a heap 
To make men tremble who never weep. 



•2^ 



Swift summer into the autumn flowed. 
And frost in the mist of the morning rode. 
Though the noonday sun looked clear and bright. 
Mocking the spoil of the secret night. 



25 



Tlie rose leaves, like flakes of crimson snow,^ 
l*aved the turf and the moss below. 
The lilies were drooping, and white, and wan. 
Like the head and the skin of a dying man. 



And Indian plants, of scent and hue 
Tlie sweetest that ever were fed on dew. 
Leaf after leaf, day after day,^ 
Were massed into the common clay. 



•M 



^ In Shelley's edition we read livdy ; 
but Mm. Shelley subetituted loitly in 
her first edition of 1839,^-of course 
rightly. 

' In SheUey'a edition we read now ; 
but $now was substituted in Mrs. 
Shelley's first edition of 1839,— 
again, presumably, from the list of 
errata. 

' So in Shelley's edition, but day hy 
day in Mrs. Shelley's editions. Mr. 
Swinburne {£ssay$and Studies^ p. 186) 
says, with reference to a corre8|>on- 
dence in NoU$ and Querk$y that this 



line seems to him ''right as it stands — 

* Leaf Ait«r leaf, day by day ' — 
if the weight and fall of the sound he 
properly given. Mr. Kossetti would 
slip in the word * and ' ; were it thero, 
I should rather i^ish to excise it." 
Neither critic would apj>ear at that 
time to have considered what Wariii;^ 
Shelley's own edition hatl on the 
matter ; but Mr. RoRsetti's edition i>f 
Shelley, which was subsequent to the 
correspondence, gives the line accord- 
ing to the original text. Neverthe- 
less I think it is quite open to ques- 
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And the leaves, brown, yellow, and grey, and red. 
And white with the whiteness of what is dead, 
Like troops of ghosts on the dry wind past; 
Their whistling noise made the birds aghast. 

And the gusty winds waked the winged seeils, 
Out of their birthplace of ugly weeds. 
Till they clung round many a sweet flowers stem, 
Which rotted into the earth with them. 



The water-blooms under the rivulet 
Fell from the stalks on which they were set ; 
And the eddies drove them here and there. 
As the winds did those of the upper air. 



c 



Then the rain came down, and the broken stalks, 
Were bent and tangled across the walks ; 
And the leafless net-work of parasite bowel's 
Massed into ruin ; and all sweet flowers. 



Between the time of the wind and the snow, 

All loathliest weeds began to grow, 

Whose coarse leaves were splashed Anth many a sj^eck, 

Like the water-snake's belly and the toad s back^ 



:,^ 



i'um whether Mr. Swinbiinie'.s m.-itinct 
is not correct, — whether this emeuda- 
tion of Mrs. Shellcv'?* was not one f<.>r 
wliich she had the authoritv of Shel- 
ley's list of errata ; and it is certainly 
worth while to conii>are the line, as 
printed l^y her, with two isiniilar liue.^ 
in Banal i ad and II den : — 

Btit <lAy by day, week after we<?k 

(1. :U1. p. l!25. vol. I.) 

And hour by liour. day after day 

(1. 'Sb\j', p. 327, vol. 1.) 

It will be noted that the rei>etition of 
the same i>rej)Osition in ejieh half of 
the line is expressly avoided in both 



those instances, although there is !K'^ 
in either of them the shortness f>i a 
nyllable that induce^l Mr. Ri**etti ti- 
want to "slip in <in</" in the line ff 
TJu Scnsitire Plant. 

^ Mr. Koivsetti substitute? a semi- 
colon for a full -stop at the end of ihi* 
Hbinza. and a semi-colon for a d^iimu. 
at henbane in the next, so as to ain- 
nect thUtles, nettles, darntU, d<tck,9Sii^ 
hinhanCj with bfffan to yrw. luvi 
leave hemlock' to do the work of rif- 
ling the air by itsolf. He says ^'It*' 
cannot be allowed to do <luty fi-r 
* thistles, nettles, darnels,* kc, Ac.,— 
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Jiistles, and nettles, and darnels rank, 
,he dock, and henbane, and hemlock dank, 
bed out its long and hollow shank, 
(tifled the air till the dead wind stank. 



55 



slants, at whose names the verse feels loath, 
the place with a monstrous undergrowth, 

y, and pulpous, and blistering, and blue, 
and starred with a lurid dew. 
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igarics and fungi, with mildew and mould 
d like mist from tlie wet ground cold; 
fleshy, as if the decaying dead 
a spirit of growtli had been animated ! 
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moss rotted off them, flake by flake, 
lie thick stalk stuck like a murderer's stake, 
B rags of loose flesh yet tremble on high, 
ing the winds that wander by.^ 



>Bsibly the solecism is Shel* 

" I take leave to think it 

lUst be allowed, if Shelley 

so ; and I have no doubt 

id mean the two stanzas to 

bhey are printed in his edi- 

^ven above. The constnic- 

t what we would teach at 

»ut the sense is doubtless 

ties, nettles, darnels, dock, 

and hemlock combined to 

air, and that hemlock also 

out its long and hollow 

very doubtful whether this 
^uld remain in the text ; but 
?Dfc evidence against it is 
fficfent to warrant me in 
t to a station at the foot of 
unang rariorum readings. 
^^ 38 simply its omission 
illey from her first edition 
*^ subsequent ecUtions. 
^ '^^en dropped out by 



accident; or it may have been can- 
ceUed by Mrs. Shelley on her own 
authority ; or Shelley may, on consi- 
deration, have thought it better to 
omit it, and in that case he would 
provide for its omission in his list of 
errata, which would be the authority 
of his widow for leaving it out. I 
confess I lean towards this hypothesis; 
and it may be profitably borne io 
mind that Shelley must have been 'vreW 
aware of a precisely similar omission 
from J%« Ancient Mariner, one of ^ 
favourite poems. In reprinting thft*" 
in SibyUine Leaves in 1817, Coleridg® 
omitted one very ghastly stanza • aO<^' 
in a Ust of errata, gave directions ^^^ 
the cancelling of au other ; ^^d tbi* 
process was likely enough to b»^'^ 
suggested to Shelley the wiH.^ra^'»*^ 
of what, to his keen artiLl- ^n^e, 
might wkl seem to l^lx^'^T^^ll^Xe 
when he saw it in pHx^t f^!^ ^^ ftrB*> 
time. ^ ^^® ^ 
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Spawn, weeds, and filth, a leprous scum, 

Made the running ri\Tilet thick and dumb 

And at its outlet flags huge as stakes 

Dammed it up with roots knotted like water snakes. 

And liour by hour, when the air was still. 
The vajMjurs arose which have strength to kill: 
At morn they were seen, at noon they were felt, 
At night they were darkness no star could melt. 

And unctuous meteors from spray to spray 
Crej)t and flitted in brwad noon -day 
Unseen ; every liranch on which they alit 
By a venomous blight was burned and bit 

The Sensitive Phmt like one forbid 
AVept, and the tears within each lid 
Of its fuldeil leaves wliicli togetlier grew 
AVere clianged to a blight of frozen glue. 

I\)r tlie leaves soon fell, and the branches soon 
r>v the lieavv axe of the blast were he^vn ; 
Till* sap shrank to the root through every jmre 
As blood to a heart that will beat no more. 

For AVinter came : the wind was his whip : 

One chopjjy linger was on his lip : 

He had torn the cataracts fnnn the hills 

And they clanked at his girdle like manacles ; 

His breath was a chain which without a sound 
The earth, and the air, and the water l)0und ; 
He came, fiercely driven, in his chariot-throue 
By the tenfold bhusts of the arctic zone. 



Tin: >i:\^rnvr. ri.AXT. i'. '.' 

TIkmi the weeds which were forms of living deatli 
Fled from the frost to the earth beneath. 
Their decay and sudden flight from frost loo 

"Was but like the vanishing of a ghost ! 

And under the roots of the Sensitive Plant 
The moles and the dormice died for want : 
The birds dropped stiif from the frozen air 
And were caught in the branches naked and bare. los 

First there came down a thawing rain 
And its dull drops froze on the boughs again, 
Then there steamed up a freezing dew 
AVTiich to the drops of the thaw-rain grew ; 

And a northern whirlwind, wandering about no 

Like a wolf that had smelt a dead child out, 
Shook the bouglis thus laden, and heavy and stiflT, 
And snapped them off with his rigid griflf. 

When winter had gone and spring came back 
The Sensitive Plant was a leafless wreck ; 115 

But the mandrakes, and toadstools, and docks, and darnels, 
Pose like the dead from their mined charnels. 



CONCLUSION. 

WHiether the Sensitive Plant, or that 
Which within its l)0ugh8 like a spirit sat 
Ere its outward form had known decay, 
Now felt this change, I cannot say. 



280 POEMS PUBLISHED WITH PROMETHEUS UNBOUND, 1820. 

AVliether that lad/s gentle mind, i 

No longer with the form combined 
AVliich scattered love, as stars do lights 
Found sadness, where it left delight^ 

I dare not guess; but in this life 

Of error, ignorance, and strife, i* 

Wliore nothing is, but aU things seem, 

And we the shadows of the dream, 

It is a modest creed, and yet 

Pleasant if one considers it. 

To own that deatli itself must l>e, 15 

Like all the rest, a mockery. 

Tliat garden sweet, that lady fair, 

And all sweet sliapes and odours there. 

In truth have never past^ away : 

TLs we, *tis ours, are changed ; not tliey. s) 

For love, and beauty, and deliglit. 
There is no deatli nor change : their iniglit 
Exceeds our organs, which endure 
No light, being themselves obscure. 

^ In Shelley's etlition, pas^d, instead of the usual past. 
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A VISION OF THE SEA.^ 



Tis the terror of tempest. The rags of the sail 

Are flickering in ribbons within the fierce gale: 

From the stark night of vapours the dim rain is driven, 

And wlien lightning is loosed, like a deluge from heaven, 

She sees the black tnmks of the water-spouts spin, 5 

And bend, as if heaven was ruining* in, 

AVHiich they seemed to sustain with their terrible mass 

As if ocean had sank* from beneath them: they pass 

To their graves* in the deep with an earthquake of sound, 

And the waves and the thimders made silent around 

I>eave the wind to its echo. The vessel, now tossed 

Through the low-trailing rack of the tempest, is lost 

In the skirts of the thunder-cloud : now down the sweep 



10 



* ABsigned to the year 1820 in Mrs. 
SheUey's ColleciionB. 

It is highly curious that in this 
}>oem a great number of past tenses 
&c. are contracted, in the first edi- 
tion, by the omuwion of the letter e, 
contrary to Shelley's usual practice. 
As this must be owing to an accident 
of some kind, I have restored the e in 
each case : the words in question are 
teemed in line 7, totted in line 11, 
hurled in line 21, thattered in line 30, 
hungering in line 33, teemed in line 
•48, coloured and gathered in line 49, 
ruined in line 57, remained in line 61, 
ujujathered in line 69, uprurled in line 
108, featured in line 115, and cruthed 
in line 140. As to the nature of the 
accident by which this poem obtained 
MO great a number of instances of this 
form I can only suggest (1) that it 
may have been edited in some perio- 
dical before its appearance with Pnh 
mttheut Unboundy and have been set 
up fftr that volume fn>m a printe<l 
o(»py, or (2) that as Mr. and Mrs. 
(fisbome seem to have offered to see 
the book through the press, they may 



have had some hand in the revision, 
though there seems to be no doubt 
that Peacock is mainly responsible for 
the volume, or (3) that the variation 
of practice was an undiscovered freak 
of some odd hand in the printing 
office. I have not succeeded in tracing 
the poem in the mazes of contem- 
porary periodical literature. 

' In the original edition raining^ 
an obvious misprint for ruining, which 
was substituted in Mrs. Shelley's first 
edition of 1839. 

' In Mrs. Shelley's edition, tunk. 

* Mr. Roesetti gives these lines thus : 

as if heaven were luiniiig in. 
Which they seemed to sttstaiu utith their 

terrible mam. 
As if (loean had sank fh>m beneath them, 

they pass 
To their grares &e. 

He tells us that the punctuation \» 
his own, but says nothing alM)iit hav- 
ing altered wot to were in line 6, 
without authority. The reason given 
for the change of pointing is as fol- 
lows : "I cannot see the senne of 
saying 'the waterspouts seenie^l to 
sustain heaven, at ^ ocean had sunk 
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Of tlie wind-cloven wave to the cliasm of the deep 

It sinks, and the walls of the wateiy vale u 

AMiose depths of dread calm are unmoved by the gale, 

Dim mirrors of ruin hang gleaming about; 

Wliile the surf, like a chaos of stars, like a rout 

Of death-flames, like wliirlpools of fire-flowing iron 

With splendour and terror the black ship en\'iron, > 

Or like sulphur-flakes hurled from a mine of pale fire 

In fountains spout o'er it In many a spire 

The p}Tamid-billows with white points of brine 

In tlie cope of the lightning inconstantly shine, 

As piercing the sky from the floor of the sea. 

Tlie great ship seems splitting! it cracks as a tree, 

A^^lile an eartlK^uake is splintering its root, ere the blast 

Of the wliirlwiiul that strii)ped it of branches has past. 

The intense tliunder-l)alls which are raining from heaven 

Have shatteiH?d its mast, and it stands black and riven. 

The chinks suck destruction. Tlie hea\'\' dead hulk 

C)n the livinix sea rolls an inanimate bulk, 

Like a corpse on tlie day which is hungering to fuld 

Its corniption aix)un(l it. Meanwhile, from the hold. 

One deck is burst up fi*oni the waters below, *■ 

And it splits like the ice wlien the thaw-breezes blow 

O'er the lakes of tlie desart I Who sit on the other ? 

Is that all the crew that lie burying each other. 

Like the dead in a breach, round the foremast ? Are tlnn«* 

Twin ti«'ers,^ who burst, when the waters arose, v- 



ft 



froiii V»eneath thtfin :' l»ut I (hisoe the 
wn«e of KiyiiiJi; that the \%jitorsi»oiits 
colhipfH; an if tK.vaii ha<l rtuiik fnnii 
ln'iUNiththfin." I cHii stt* iiu tlitticulty 
alMnit the sense of the jwissage ;w giveii 
iti Shelley's e<litioii. namely that tlie 
eye was sooccui>ie<l bythostujKin«lourt 
mass tif the waters] njiits as to reeeivo 
the inijiressiou that they in?<teail of 
«»oean itself were the ^ase on which 
the arch of heaven n*stiMl. 



' Another jieculiarity of this }*^zl 
is tliat the won.1 tof*r u sj-^rlt. 
throughout, tt/ff€r, though this vrth- 
graphy d<»es ntit <HX*ur elsewbm? in 
the Promitheus vohinie, I have given 
Slielley's iisuiU orthr^n^phy whervvcr 
tlie word occufh (nanK-lv In line* 7i 
l»2. 137, 143, and ir»H', li^-ause I «i. 
not think there is 8utKcient evidea^x 
that the unusual 8i»eUiDg was Li^ 
delil^erate choice, or even his at all. 



A vi-im\ i.i Tin. >!:a. l's;; 

In till* a<^()iiv of tenor, tliuir chains in the liold ; 

(What now makes tliem tame, is what tlien made them bold ;) 

Wlio crouch, side by side, and have driven, like a crank, 

The deep grip of their claws through the \'ibrating plank. 

Are these all ? Nine weeks the tall vessel had lain 45 

On the windless expanse of the watery plain, 

Where the death-darting sun cast no shadow at noon. 

And there seemed to be fire in the beams of the moon. 

Till a lead-coloured fog gathered up from the deep 49 

^\^lose breath was quick pestilence ; then, the cold sleep 

Crept, like blight through the ears of a tliick field of corn. 

O'er the populous vessel And even and morn, 

With their hammocks for coffins the seamen aghast 

like dead men the dead limbs of their comrades cast 54 

Down the deep, which closed on them above and around. 

And the sharks and the dog-fish their grave-clothes unbound, 

And were glutted like Jew^s with this manna rained down 

From God on their wilderness. One after one 

The mariners died ; on the eve of this day, 

When the tempest was gathering in cloudy array, 00 

But seven remained. Six the thunder has^ smitten, 

And they lie black as mummies on wliich Time has written 

His scorn of the embalmer ; the seventh, from the deck 

An oak-splinter pierced through his breast and his back. 

And hung out to the tempest, a WTCck on the wTeck. go 

No more? At the helm sits a woman more fair 

Tlian heaven, when, unbinding its star-braided hair. 

It sinks with the sun on the earth and the sea. 

She clasps a bright child on her upgathered knee, 00 

It laughs at the lightning, it mocks the mixed thunder 

Of the air and tlie sea, with desire and with wonder 

It is beckoning the tigers to rise and come near. 

It would play with those eyes where the radiance of fear 

' So in Shelley 'g eilition ; but had in Mr». Shelley's from 1839 onwaixl«. 
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Is outshming tlie meteors ; its bosom beats high, 
Tlie heart-fire of pleasure has kindled its eye; n 

Whilst its mother's is lustreless. "Smile not> my chfld, 
"But sleep deeply and sweetly, and so be beguiled 
'' Of the pang tliat awaits us, whatever that be, 
" So dreadful since thou must divide it with me ! 
"Dream, sleep! This pale bosom, thy cradle and bed, 9* 
"WiU it rock thee not, infant ? TCis beating with dread! 
" Alas ! what is life, what is death, what are we, 
" That when the ship sinks we no longer may be ? 
"What! to see thee no more, and to feel thee no more? 
" To be after life what we have been before ? ss 

" Xot to touch those sweet hands ? Not to look on those eves,^ 
" Those lips, and that hair, all that smiling disguise 
" Thou yet wearest, sweet spirit, which I, day by day. 
" Have so loim called niv child, but which now fades awav 
" Like a rainbow, and I the fallen shower ?" Ijo I the ship 
Is settling, it topples, the leeward ports dip ; « 

The tigers leap up when they feel the slow brine 
Crawling inch by inch on them, hair, ears, limbs, and eyiie, 
Stand rigid with horror; a loud, long, hoarse cr^^ 
Bui^sts at once from their vitals tremendouslv, ^ 

And 'tis borne down the mountainous vale of the wave, 
Ilebounding, like thunder, from crag to cave. 
Mixed with the clash of the lashing rain. 
Hurried on by the miglit of the hurricane : 
The hurricane came from the west, and past on i-* 

By the path of the gate of the eastern sun, 
Transverselv dividing' the stream of the storm ; 
As an arrowy serpent, i)ursuing the form 
Of an elepliant, bursts through the bmkes of the waste. 
Black as a cormorant the screaming blast, kc 



* There i« a full Rtop at et/e* in ly Bulwtituted a comma in her firrt 
Shelley H cilition : Mw. Shelley right- eilition of 1839. 
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r»etweeii ocean and heaven, like an ocean, past, 

Till it came to the clouds on the verge of the world 

Which, based on the sea and to heaven upcnrled, 

Like columns and walls did surround and sustain 

The dome of the tempest ; it rent them in twain, no 

As a flood rends its barriers of mountainous crag : 

And the dense clouds in many a ruin and rag, 

Like the stones of a temple ere earthquake has past, 

Like the dust of its fall, on the whirlwind are cast ; 114 

They are scattered like foam on the torrent ; and where 

The wind has burst out from the chasm, from the air 

Of clear morning, the beams of the sunrise flow in. 

Unimpeded, keen, golden, and crystalline. 

Banded armies of light and of air ; at one gate 

They encounter, but interpenetrate. 120 

And that breach in the tempest is widening away, 

And the caverns of cloud ^ are torn up by the day, 

And the fierce winds are sinking with weary wings 

Lulled by the motion and murmurings. 

And the long glassy heave of the rocking sea, 125 

And over head glorious, but dreadfiil to see 

The wrecks of the tempest, like vapours of gold, 

Are consuming in sunrise. The heaped waves behold 

The deep calm of blue heaven dilating above, 129 

And, like passions made still by the presence of Love, 

Beneath the clear surface reflecting it slide 

Tremulous with soft influence ; extending its tide 

From the Andes to Atlas, round mountain and isle, 

Round sea-birds and wrecks, paved with heaven's azure smile,^ 

Tlie wide world of waters is vibrating. Wliere 135 

Is the ship ? On the verge of the wave where it lay 



^ In Shelley*8 edition doudi ;— in • In Shelley's ediUon there is a f all- 

Mra. SheUey's first edition of 1839, stop at tmi2e, removed in favour of a 

daud, and so in all other editions comma in Mrs. Shelley's first edition 

known to me. of 1839. 
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One tij^T is min^letl in gliasUy afTray 

With a sea-snake. The foani and t]ie amoke of the liattle 

Stain tht» clear air with 8uul)0ws ; the jar, and the rattle 

Of solid lM)ncs cnished hy the infinite stress no 

Of the snake's adamantine vuluminoiisness ; 

And the hum of the hot blood that sj^outs and rains 

Where the gri|>e of the tiger has wounded the veins, 

Swollen with ra;^e, .strength.and effort; the whirl and the splash 

As of some hitleous engine whose hrazen teeth smash 145 

The thin win*ls and soft waves into thunder ; the screams 

And hissings crawl fast o'er the smooth ocean striMUus, 

J^ich sound like a centijunle. Near this commotion, 

A hlue shark is hanging witliin the blue ocean. 

The fm-wiuged tomb of the victor. Tlie other w 

Is winning his way fix»m the fate of his brother. 

To his own with the spee<l of desjiair. Lo ! a boat 

Atlvances; twelve rowers with the. impulse of thought 

Trge on the keen keel, the brine foams. At the stem 

Three marksmen stand levelling. Hot bullets lami i^ 

In the bivast of the tiger, which yet be^rs him on 

To liis refuge and ruin. One fragment alone, 

Tis dwindling and sinking, 'tis now almost gone, 

Of the wreck of the vessel peers out of the sea. 

Willi her left hand slu^ grasps it impetuously, i*"' 

With lier right slie sustains her fair infant. De^ith, Ffur, 

]^>ve, l>eauty, are mixe<l in the atmosphere ; 

Whi<']i treml)les and burns with the fer^•our of dread 

Aroinid her wild eyes, her bright hand, and her head, 

Like a meteor of liglit o'er the waters! her child ^^ 

Is yet smiling, and playing, and nmmiuring; so smileil 

The false deep ere the stonn. Like a sister and brother 

The child and the ocean still smile on each other, 

Whilst 
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ODE TO HEAVEN.i 



CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 



FIRST SPIRIT. 

Palace-roof of cloudless nights ! 
Paradise of golden lights ! 

Deep, immeasurable, vast, 
Wliich art now, and which wert then ! 

Of the present and the past, 5 

Of the eternal where and when, 

Presence-chamber, temple, home, 

Ever-canopying dome, 

Of acts and ages yet to come ! 

Glorious shapes have life in thee, 10 

Earth, and all earth's company ; 

Li\ing globes which ever throng 
Tliy deep chasms and wildernesses ; 

And green worlds that glide along ; 
And swift stars with flasliing tresses ; ir. 

And icy moons most cold and briglit. 

And miglity suns l^eyond the night, 

Atoms of intensest light. 

^ Mrs. Shelley grou^w thin ude with jtoema written in 1819. 
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Even thy name is aa a god. 
Heaven! for thou art the abode 

Of that i)ower which ia the glass 
Wherein man his nature seea 

Grenerations as they pass 
Worship thee with bended knees. 

Tlieir unremaining gods and they 

like a river roll away: 

Thou remainest such alway. 

SECOND SPIRIT. 

Tliou art but the mind's first cham1)er, 
Bound which its young fancies clamber, 

Like weak insects in a cave, 
Lighted up by stalactites ; 

lUit the portal of the grave, 
Where a world of new delights 

Will make thy best glories seem 

But a dim and noonday gleam 

From the shadow of a dream ! 

THIRD SPIRIT. 

Peace ! the abvss is wreathed with sconi 
At your i)resumption, atom-lx)rn ! 

Wiat is heaven ? and what are ve 
AVho its brief expanse inlierit ? 

What are smis and spheres wliicli flee 
With the instinct of that spirit 

Of which ye are but a part ? 

iJrops which Nature's mighty heart 

Drives through thinnest veins. Depart I 

AVliat is lieaven ? a globe of dew, 
Filling in the moniing new 
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Some eyed flower whose young leaves waken 
On an unimagined world : 

Constellated suns unshaken, 50 

Orbits measureless, are furled 

In that frail and fading sphere. 

With ten millions gathered there. 

To tremble, gleam, and disappear. 



AN EXHOETATIOKi 

Camelioxs feed on light and air : 

Poets* food is love and fame: 
If in this wide world of care 

Poets could but find the same 
With as little toil as they, 5 

Would they ever change their hue 

As the light caraelions do. 
Suiting it to every ray 
Twenty times a-day ? 

I*oets are on this cold earth, 10 

As camelions might be, 
Hidden from their early birth 

In a cave beneath the sea; 
Wiere liglit is camelions change : 

Wiere love is not, poets do : 1:. 

Fame is love disguised : if few 
Find either never think it strange 
That poets range. 
• 

These stADzaa are usHigned by Mrs. of May, 1820, with th« remark, " Aa 

lley to 1819. an excuse for mine and Mary's incuni- 

T. Roesetti prenumes, very rea- ble stupidity, I send a little thing 

ibly, that this is the poem sent by about poets, which is itself a kind of 

Uey to Mrs. Gisbome on the 8th excuse for Wordsworth." 

:0L. II. U 
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Yet <Iare uot stain with wealth or power 

A {Hx*t\s free and heavenly mind: 
If 4.>right camelions should devour 

Any f<i<Hl but beams and wind, 
Tliey would grow as earthly soon 

As their brother lizards are. 

Chililren of a sunnier star. 
Spirits from l»eyond the moon, 
<.), refuse the l>oon ! 



ODE TO THE ^VYJ^T WIND.^ 

I. 

O, WILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's being, 
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are <lriven, like j^hosts from an enchanter fleeing, 

Yrllow, ami l>lack, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes: 0, thou. 
Who chariotest to their dark wintry betl 

Tlie win^'cd seeds, where they lie cold and low, 
Each like a corj)se within its grave, until 
Thine azure sister of the spring shall blow 

' Thi.s jHK'ni wju< c«u»coivc<l and cliiofly written in a wood that skirts tbe 
A mo, near Fliirt'nce, and on a day when that temitestuous wind, who«« 
toiniKTuture is at <»iice mild and animating, was coUeoting the vapoui* 
whi<'h j»our <lown the autumnal nu'ni*. They lx?gan, as I foresaw, at suitRi 
with a nulent tomi)eHt of hail imd rain, attended by ^lat magmfiorti^ 
thunder and lightning i>oculiar to the Ciwilpine regions. 

The phenomenon allude<l to at the conol union of the third stansa [b^ftt* 
ning at the top of p. 292] i^ well known to naturalints. The vt^petation it 
the lK>ttom of the sea, of rivers, an<l of lukes, H^initathises with that d 
the land in the change of sea«ont), and is oou8e<iueutly infiuenoed hf tht 
windM which aimounce it. [Shkllky's Notk.] 

Mrs. Shelley gives this p<^)em as written in the year 1819. 
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Her clarion o*er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 
With living hues and odours plain and hill : 

Wild Spirit, which art^ moving every where; 
Destroyer and preserv^er ; hear, 0, liear ! 



n. 

Tliou on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky's commotion. 
Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are slied. 
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 

Angels of rain and lightning : there are spread 
On the blue surface of thine airy surge, 
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 

Of some fierce Maenad, even from the dim verge 

Of the horizon to the zenith's height 

Tlie locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 

Of the dying year, to which this closing night 
Will be the dome^ of a vast sepulchre, 
Vaulted with all thy congregated might 

Of vapours, from whose soHd atmosphere 

Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: 0, liear! 



^ So in Shelley's edition and all 
otheiB known to me except Mrs. Shel- 
ley's first of 1839, in which are is 
printed for art. 

> Mr. Oamett {Rdic9 of ShdUy, p. 
93) gives dome as a correction in this 
line derived from the MS. ; but dome is 
the word in Shelley's printed edition, 
and also in Mrs. Shelley's first edition 



of 1839, — the word cfoom, corrected by 
Mr. Qamett, being a corruption which 
originated in the second edition of 
1839, — probably a mere printer's 
error, as there is nothing in the 
word that could possibly have com- 
mended it to Mrs. Shelley or any 
other intelligent editor as an emenda- 
tion. 
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III. 

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay. 
Lulled by the coil of his crystalline* streams. 

Beside a pumice isle in Bail's Jmy, 
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering witldn the wave's intenser day. 

All overgro\\Ti with azure moss and flowers 

So sweet, the sense faints pictm^ing them ! Thou 

For whose path the Atlantic's level powers 

Cleave themselves into chasms, wliile far below 

Tlie sea-blooms and the oozv woods wliicli wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 

Tliv voice, and suddenlv m^ow jjrev with fear. 
And tremble and despoil tliemselves : O, hear ! 

IV. 

If I were a dead leaf thou miglitest bear ; 

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee ; 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and sliare 

Tlie impulse of tliy strength, only less free 
Tlian tliou, 0, uncontroulable ! If even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 

Tlie comrade of tliy wanderings over lieaven, 

As tlien, when to outstrip tliy- skiey speed 

Scarce seemed a vision ; I would ne'er have striven 

* There is no accent on the second thi/, first made its aj)pear:ince. N 

syllable in Shelley's cilition. ilouht it waa a mere iniHprint. Thci 

" So in Shelley's edition, and Mrs. is MS. authority for thj/ if such wor 

Shelley's first edition of 1831» : it w«is nee<\ed : see Mr. Gamett's Bcllct >, 

in her second that the notorious cor- t<hiUcy, ]». 93. 
niption of the later copies, the f»>r 
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As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 
Oh ! lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud ! 
I fall upon the thonis of life ! I bleed ! 

A hea\y weight of hours has chained and bowed 
One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud. 

V. 

Make me thy l}Te, even as the forest is: 
What if my leaves are falling like its own ! 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 

Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone, 
Sweet thought in sadness. Be thou, spirit fierce, 
My spirit ! Be thou me, impetuous one ! 

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe 
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth! 
And, by the incantation of this verse. 

Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind ! 
I^ through my lips to unawakened earth 

The trumpet of a prophecy! 0, wind, 

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind ? 
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AN ODE, 

[WBITTEX, OCTOBER, 1819, BEFORE THE SPANIARDS HAD RECOTEUD 

THEIR LIBERTY.]* 

Arise, arise, arise! 
There is blood on the earth that denies ve bread: 

Be your wounds like eyes 
To weep for the dettd, the dead, the dead. 
Wliat other grief were it just to pay ? 5 

Your sons, your wives, your brethren, were they ; 
VTlio said they were slain on the battle day ? 

Awaken, awaken, awaken ! 
The slave and the tyrant are twin-born foes; 

Be the cold eliains shaken i. 

To tlie dust where your kindred repose, repose : 
Their bones in the grave will start and move, 
AMien they hear the voices of those they love. 
Most loud in the holy combat above, 

"Wave, wave high the banner ! 1: 

AVlien Freedom- is riding to conquest by : 

Though the slaves that fan her 
Be Famine and Toil, giving sigh for sigh. 
And ye who attend her imj)erial car, 

Lift not your hands in the banded war, ?. 

But in her defence whose children ye are. 

^ In the original edition this jwem ^ In Shelley's edition freedom here, 

in headed an above : in Mrs. Shelley's and famine and toil in line 18. are 

editions it ij< calle4l "x\n Ode to the not given with capitoJu, though clearly 

AiMicrtors of Li))crty," which title Mr. useil i)er8onally. 
Koesetti adojit-e. 



THE CLOUD. 



90; 



r> 



Glory, gloryr glory, 
To those who have greatly suffered and done ! 

Never name in story 
Was greater than that which ye shall have won. 
Conquerors have conquered their foes alone, 
Wliose revenge, pride, and power they have overthrown: 
Ride ye, more victorious, over your own. 



25 



Bind, bind every brow 
With crownals of violet, ivy, and pine : 

Hide the blood-stains now 
With hues which sweet nature has made divine : 
Green strength, azure hope, and eternity: 
But let not the pansy among them be ; 
Ye were injured, and that means memory. 



30 



35 



THE CLOUD.^ 

I BKIXG fresh showers for the thirsting flowers, 
From the seas and the streams; 



^ Mrs. SheUey, in grouping the 
poema for her ooUeoJted editions, as- 
signs IT^e CUmd to 1820 ; but Mr. 
Rossetti, taking literally a passage in 
Mrs. Shelley's Preface, inclines to 
group the poem with those of 1818 at 
latest, though he leaves it standing 
among those of 1820. The passage 
in Mrs. Shelley's Preface is this : 
" There are others, such as the * Ode 
to the Skv Lark,' and * The Cloud,' 
which in the opinion of many critics, 
bear a purer poetical stamp than any 
other of his productions. They were 
written as his mind prompted, listen- 
ing to the carolling of the bird, aloft 
in the azure sky of Italy ; or marking 
the cloud as it sped across the hea- 
vens, while he floated in his boat on 



the Thames." Mr. Rossetti says, " I 
rather suspect this latter is the surer 
guide as to the date, and the style of 
the poem would suggest a like induc- 
tion. However, it is possible that 
Shelley rompUUd the lyric in 1820." 
Now it seems to me that Mrs. Shelley 
merely means to refer to a class of 
poems and a class of influences, and 
selects those two as types without 
considering their bearing on chrono- 
logy ; and she certainly does not say 
that this particular poem, called The 
Cloud was written during the time uf 
residence near the Thames. The in- 
ternal evidence also commends the 
poem to me as belonging to Italy : it 
is more like Arethusaf both in metre 
and in style, than anything else of 
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I bear light sliade^ for the leaves when hiid 

In their noon-day dreams. 
From my wings are shaken the dews that waken ^ 

Tlie sweet buds* every one, 
\Mien rocked to rest on their mother's breast. 

As she dances about the sun. 
I wiehl the flail of the lashing hail, 

And whiten the green plains under, lo 

And then again I dissolve it in rain. 

And laugh as I i>ass in thunder. 

1 sift the snow on the mountains lielow, 

And their great pines groan aghast ; 
And all the night 'tis my pillow white, is 

While I sleej) in the arms of the blast. 
Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers. 

Lightning my pilot sits. 
In ii cavern umler is fettered the thunder. 

It struggles and howls at fits ; 20 

Over eartli and ocean, with gentle motion, 

This pilot is guiding me, 
Lured l>v tlie love of the genii that move 

In tlie depths of the purple sea ; 
Over tlie rills, and the crags, and the hills, 2s 

Over the lakes and the plains. 
Wherever he di*eam, under mountain or stream, 

Tlie Spirit he loves remains ; 
And I all the while bask in heaven's blue smile. 

Whilst he is dissolving in mins. m 



Shelley's ; and AretJmsa is distinctly Mr8. Shelley's buds, — an eznendAt40ii 

datcil "Pisa, 1820." adopted by Mr. Koesetti, and which 

* So in Shelley 'rt edition, but shades we ought probably to accept aa one of 

in Mrs. Shelley's two editions of 1839. tho«o given in SheUey's list of emtiL 

' In Shelley's wlition, binls ; in 
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Tlie sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes, 

And his burning plumes outspread. 
Leaps on the back of my sailing rack, 

When the morning star sliines dead,^ 
As on the jag of a mountain crag, 85 

Wliich an earthquake rocks and swings,^ 
An eagle alit one moment may sit 

In the light of its golden wings. 
And when sunset may breathe, from the lit sea beneatli, 

Its ardours of rest and of love, 4o 

And the crimson pall of eve may fall 

From the depth of heaven above, 
Witli wings folded I rest, on mine airy nest. 

As still as a brooding dove. 

Tliat orb^d maiden with white fire laden, 45 

Whom mortals call the moon, 
(flides glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor. 

By the midnight breezes strewn; 
And wherever the beat of her unseen feet. 

Which only the angels hear, 50 

ilay have broken the woof of my tent's thin roof. 

The stars peep beliind her and peer; 
And I laugh to see them whirl and flee. 

Like a swarm of golden bees, 
\Mien I widen the rent in my wind-built tent, 55 

Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas. 
Like strips of the sky fallen through me on liigh, 

Are each paved witli the moon and these. 

I bind the sun s throne with a burning zone, 

And the moon's with a girdle of pearl ; m 



* lu Shelley *8 and Mrs. Shelley's * In the original edition ttcint in- 

editionn, there is a full stop at dead, stead of amnga. 
an obvious nusprint. 
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The Yolcanos are dim, and the stars reel and swim, 

TNHien the whirlwinds my banner nnfurL 
From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape, 

Over a torrent sea, 
Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof, v. 

The mountains its columns be. 
The triumplial arch through which I march 

With hurricane, fire, and snow, 
"When the powers of the air are chained to my chair, 

Is the million-coloured bow ; :•. 

Tlie sphere-fire above its soft colours wove, 

Wliile tlie moist earth was laughing below. 

I am the daughter of earth and water, 

And the nursling of tlie sky ; 
I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores : : 

I change, but I cannot die. 
For after the rain when with never a stain, 

The pavilion of heaven is bare, 
And the winds and sunbeams with theii- convex ♦'loam*. 

Build up the blue dome of air, ?) 

I silently laugh at my own cenotaph. 

And out of the caverns of rain. 
Like a child from the w^omb, like a ghost from the toml». 

I arise and unbuild it again. 
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TO A SKYLARK. 1 



Hail to thee, blithe spirit! 

Bird thou never wert, 
That from heaven, or near it, 

Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 



I 



Higher still and higher 

From the earth thou springest 
Like a cloud of fire ;* 
The blue deep thou wingest. 
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 



10 



1 ThiB poem is aasigned by Mrs. 
Shelley to the year 1820 ; and I have 
not heard of any suspicion of an earlier 
genesis. 

* I leave the punctuation of this 
stanza as in the first edition : Mrs. 
Shelley's only change was the addi- 
tion of a comma at the end of the first 
line, — not an improvement, though 
not very harmful ; but owing to a 
fallacious and jshallow argument of 
the late Professor Craik's, this stanza 
and the next have both been corrupt- 
ed in Mr. RofiBetti's edition. The 
preservation of these lovely verses in 
their integrity is so important that, 
rather than risk any argimient of my 
own, I will quote the excellent de- 
fence of Shelley's text made by Pro- 
fessor Thomas S. Baynes in The 
Edinburgh Revievo for April 1871. 
The imssage which Professor Baynes 
transcribes from Professor Craik's 
Ktyfliah Literature and Language is as 
follows : — " Very absurdly the doud 
of fire which the bird has become in 
the poet's imagination is, by the re- 
moval of the semicolon from its pro- 
per placv at the eml of the second lino 
to the end of the third, represented, 



not as soaring in the deep blue of the 
sky, but as springing from the earth 
— which is what nobody ever saw a 
doud do; not a cloud of fire, or 
cloud glowing with coloured radiance 
at any rate ; and would, besideA, give 
us as forced and false an image of a 
lark commencing its ascent as could 
be well put into rhyme or into wunlH 
— for the doud of fire was only, ac- 
cording to this x>ointles8 pointing, the 
appearance which the bird presented 
(and which yet it never could have 
presented) when rising from the 
earth." The refutation, which is 
complete, runs thus, ''The whole of 
this reasoning, and there is more to 
the same eflect, rests on the assump- 
tion that in the second verse the lark 
is described as leaving the ground. 
This is, however, a complete mistake, 
the critic having failed to notice that 
in the opening verse of the imem the 
lark, when first addressed by the poet, 
is already far up the sky ; and that iu 
the second verse she continues to as- 
cend further and further from the 
earth, higher and higher into the air. 
The image, * like a cloud of fire,' ap- 
plies not to the appearance of the bird 
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In the golden lightning 

Of the sunken sun, 
O'er wliicl^ clouds are brightning, 
Thou dost float and run ; 
Like an unbodied^ joy whose race is just begun. 



u 



at all, as Professor Craik supposes, but 
to the continuous motion upward, for 
the obvious reason that * fire ascend- 
ing seeks the sun.' The assumption 
ou which it rests being thus an error, 
the whole reasoning falls to the ground, 
and vnWi it any show of ])lausibility 
for the change. Indeed, the altered 
]>unctuation of the verse, and its 
interpretation, simply blur the pure 
and delicate outlines of the poet's 
glowing picture, reducing his lucid 
thought and "xavid imagery to a con- 
fused and inconsistent jumble." 

^ This word is unhiKlitd in Shelley's 
and Mrs. Shelley's editions ; but Mr. 
KoSsetti, following Professor Craik, 
niters it to unbodied ; and even Mr. 
(laruett [Rdiat of I'^hclht/, p. 97) says: 
" There can be no hesitation in ad- 
nutting Pr«»fes8or Cniik's mt>st feli- 
citous emendation. tmbodUd for un- 
botliid. nor in expunging the semi- 
colon from the preceding stanza." 
As rt^gards the seiui-eolon, see the 
J "receding note : as regards tliis sub- 
stitution of tmhodied for unbodiedj I 
will agiiin quote Prof e.-.sor Bay nes's ex- 
cellent article in TIw Edinburgh Review, 
— merely premising that I entirely con- 
cur with him here, and that Mr. Swin- 
burne also, l>otIi as reganls this change 
and that in the j^receding stanza, 
stiinds by the original text. See 
£ss<iifs and Sti(di(;Ky ]>. 229. Profes- 
sor Baynes sjiys : *' In quoting the 
poem Professor Craik changed unh*)' 
difd into ftnUKlicd, adding that the 
latter wa** *undoul)te<lIy the true 
Word, though always j>er\'erte<l into 
nnbinliid, — a.s if a joy were a thing 
that naturally wore a iKxly.* Tills 
is just the smart but BUi>erticial kind 
of criticism that rea<lily convinces 
jn'osaic minds, an<l is at once ac- 
cepted liy careless and unimagina- 
tive readers. To our giv4it surpru*e, 
however, it seems to have s;itistied Mr. 
Kossetti. At least, as in other ciises 



where he has adopted the soggepti^ffi 
of previous critics, he has becckr 
accountable for the change by iDt^'- 
ducing it into the text. Tluit m 
responsible editor should have gi^en 
this kind of sanction to such a rid- 
ing is on all accounts to be regrettfed. 
In the first place, Shelley's text oogbt 
never to be abandoned except od tot 
strong grounds ; and the reaii'ms in 
this case, instead of being in favi-or 
of the change, are all agiiiik^ it. 
Professor Craik says, in 8up{iort d 
his conjecture, 'as if joy were « 
thing that naturally wore a i •<!}." 
But ui reality joy usually has. a l--ly. 
and a very visible t»ne. It maniiV-t- 
itself by c<>rix>rejd signs and gtTt'jn* 
t»f a very obvious and distinctive kii.l 
and is universal] v known and rvcv^ 
nizcil by these *»igns. Almt-*t tifc 
oidy exception to this law of virfi ".* 
embtHliment is that of swe«rt aDJ 
thrilling vital sounds when the M»uro- 
whence they flow is unseen. In 
this ci\8e, while the sounds are W". 
to be full of rapture, or at least ofcL- 
scious enjoyment, still the enj-.y- 
nient is not emlxxiieil in any vi^il-it* 
or tangible shape. This spiritual 
character of the skylark's singing i.< 
the verv kev-not« of Shellev's i^-rm. 
struck in the first stanza, and nui> 
tained through all its marvellv«:i 
combinations of musical thought, ^i:'. 
imagery, and emotion, to the very 
close. The fatal objectii»n to \hi 
pro}K>se<l change in, that it is o.'Vi^' 
I)letely at variance with the wb'»lt 
feeling, as well as with the entin 
conception C)f the ix»em, that it in- 
verses the very epithet by which in 
this ivarticular stanza that conceptifii 
is most vividly expresseil. At ibr 
outset, Shellev a<ldresses the skvUrk 
as a spirit singing in the pure empy- 
rean, and ever soaring nearer tt* hxAr 
ven's gjite jis she sings. He tbm 
ajMJstn'pluzes the emancii^tetl jf«»ul i-i 
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Tlie pale purjile even 

Melts around thy flight; 
Like a star of heaven, 
In the broad day-liglit 
on art unseen, but yet I hear thy shiill deliglit, 20 

Keen as are the arrows 
Of that silver sphere, 
Wliose intense lamp narrows 
In the white dawn clear, 
itil we hardly see, we feel that it is there. 25 

All the earth and air 

With thy voice is loud. 
As, when night is bare, 
From one lonely cloud 
e moon rains out her l>eams, and heaven is overflowed, so 

"What thou art we know not ; 

What is most like thee? 
From rainbow clouds there flow not 

Drops so bright to see, 
from thy presence showers a rain of melody. 35 

Like a poet hidden 

In the light of thought. 
Singing hymns unbidden, 

Till the world is wrought 
sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not : 40 



;«¥ly on the oeltwtial liglitneM and cmlnKlied joy, a * delightiHl 8i»irit/ 
Miom in which it now expatiates. whotte etherwil race ha<l jiwt boj^in. 
the swift sympathetic imagination This is a representation at once pro- 
he pt»et, the Bcomer of the gnnind, foundly ]K>ctical and profoundly true, 
ting far up in tlie golden light, But its force and consistency is des- 
. become an aerial rapture, a din- troyed by the so-called emendation." 
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Like a high-bom maiden 

In a palace tower, 
Soothing her love-laden 

Soul in secret hour 
With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower: a 

Like a glow-worm golden 

In a dell of dew, 
Scattering unbeholden 
Its aerial^ hue 
Among tlie flowers and grass, which screen it from the 

view : yi 

Like a rose embowered 

In its' own green leaves, 
By warm winds deflowered. 
Till the scent it gives 
Makes faint with too much sweet these heaNT-win^l 

tliieves : ,» 

Sound of vernal showers 

On the twinkling gra.ss, 
Eain-awakened flowers, 

All that ever was 
Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass: «• 

Teacli us, sprite or bird. 

What sweet thoughts are tliine : 
I liavc never heard ^ 

1^-aise of love or wine 
Tliat panted forth a flood of rapture so diWne. e; 



^ In Shelley *H edition, aerial in this apparently accidental cozmna after 
instance, as in some t)ther8. heard, 

* In Shelley's eilition there ia an 
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Clionis Hymemeal, 

Or triumphal chauiit, 
Matched with thine would be all 

But an empty vaunt, 
A tiling wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 



ro 



What objects are the fountains 

Of thy happy strain ? 
"NMiat fields, or waves, or mountains? 
Wliat shapes of sky or plain ? 
"What love of thine own kind ? what ignorance of pain ? 75 

With thy clear keen joyance 

Languor^ cannot be: 
Shadow of annoyance 

Never came near thee : 
Tliou lovest; but ne*er knew* love's sad satiety. so 

Waking or asleep, 

Thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep 
Than we mortals dream, 
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream ? 8r> 

We look before and after. 

And pine for what is not : 
Our sincerest laughter 

With some pain is fraught; 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 00 



^ In SheIley*B edition, Langrmr, 
* Mr. Ktiiwetii points out tluit there 
in a " fnTuiitnaticfU laxity " here, but 
mlniitM that " the sound of this lovely 
line would be so spoiled W changing 
the wonl into 'knew*st' that no rec- 
tification of grammar is pemiiwuble." 
Ever}' lover of Shelley must heartily 
concur in this opinion ; but one na- 



turally wonders what reason agsiiupt 

altering this verse was not iH|uaIly 

cogent against oliange in a preoist*ly 

similar cane in Epiptychidiony where 

Mr. Rosrtotti BulMtitutes dreic'tt for 

drtw in the exquiititc (mHsage 

Thou tno. O Comet Yi«4iutiAil niid fierrie, 
Who ilrcw the hfnrt of thus fhiil Uuivomo 
TuwanlH thiiie uwn. 
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Yet if we could scorn 

Hate, and pride, and fear; 
If we were things lK)m 

Not to shed a tear, 
I know not how thy joy we ever should come near. us 

Ik»ttor tlian all measures 

Of <lelightful sound, 
Ik*tter tlian all treasures 

Tliat in l)ooks are found, 
Tliy skill to ]KH*t were, tliou scomer of the ground ! iw 

Teacli nie half tlie gladness 

That tliv brain must know, 
Such luirnionious madness 

From my lips woidd flow. 
The world should list*.ai then, as I am listening now. i« 
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ODE TO LIBERTY. 1 



Yet, Free<l<>ni, yet thy banner torn but flying. 
Streams like a thnnder-atorm againat the wind. 

BYRoy. 



A GLORIOUS people vibrated again :* 

The liglitning of the nations, Liberty, 
From lieart to heart, from tower to tower, o'er Spain, 

Scattering contagious fire into the sky. 
Gleamed. My soul spurned the chains of its dismay, 
And, in the rapid plumes of song. 
Clothed itself, sublime and strong ; 
As a young eagle soars the morning clouds among, 
Hovering in verse o'er its accustomed prey ; 
Till from its station in the heaven of fame 



' Thirt poem la aligned by Mtr. 
Shelley to the year 1820, to which 
year the eventa oommemorated in 
the first staoEa likewise point. 

* In Shelley *8 edition the opening 

lines are printed thus : 

A j^mioos p«ople ribrated again 

Tbe Ughtninff of the nationa : Liberty 
From heart to heart, Ac ; 

and the ruinous colon .at nations in 
the second line has been repeated in 
all editions known to me. Yet it is 
alieolutely certain that such cannot 
have been Shelley's punctuation : to 
say that a people vibrated the light- 
ning of the nations would scarcely lie 
•ense, and to talk of liberty as gUam- 
ing frr>m tower to tower and scattering 

VOL, n. 



contagious fire into the sky, unlottn in 
direct ap^iosition to lightning, would 
be a strained use of language. On 
the other hand the simple Htatement 
that a people vibrated, and that Liber- 
ty, the lightning of nations, gleamed, 
is at once perfectly simple and ex- 
tremely grand. The rhythm is also 
more characteristic. I have little 
doubt that the error thus tardilv set 
right occurred by the misundorstniid- 
ing of a correction on the pr«H»t'-sIuft : 
probably the colon had to 1^ supi»lie«l 
in the margin, and the printer dropiK-Ml 
it in in the wrong place. For tlic 
emendation I am indebted to my bro- 
ther, Alfred Forman« 



X 
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The Spirit's whirlwind rai>t it, and the ray . 
Of tlie remotest sj^here of li\'ing flame 
Which paves tlie void was fi-om behind it flung, 
As foam from a ship's swiftness, when there came 
A voice out of the deep : I will record the same. 

II. 
Tlie Sun and the sereuest Moon sprang forth: 
The burning stars of the abyss were hurled 
Into tlie depths of heaven. The daedal earth. 

That island in the ocean of the world. 
Hung in its cloud of all-sustaining air: 
But tliis di\'inest universe 
Was vet a chaos and a curse, 
For thou wert not: but power from worst pnxluriiii: w.»r 
The spirit of tlie beasts was kindled tliert*, 

And of the birds, and of the watery forms. 
And there was war among them, and despair 
Within them, raging without truce or teiins : 
The bosom of their violated iiui'se 

Oroaued, for beasts warred^ on beasts, and worms on w«>ri 
And men on men ; each heail was as a hull of st<jriii 

III. 
Alan, the imperial shape, then multiplied 

His generations under the ]>avilion 
(^f the Sun's throne : palace and pyramid, 

Temple and prison, to many a swarming million. 
Were, as to mountain- wolves their ragged caves. 
This human living multitude 
Was savage, cunning, blind, and ilide, 
Ft)r thou Wert not ; but o'er the populous solitude. 



^ In Sh«'ll»*y'n e<liti«>n. yriKiUftl ami ))y the ouiis{*i«»n of c. \n fxc«-i»ti"i 
\rnrrtd are in thl* inr^UUice t'«intriu*t4.Hl hw usual i»nu.*ti<v. 
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Like one tierce cloud over a wa-ste of waves 

Hun^ Tymiiny^ ; beneath, sate deified 
The sister-pest, congregator of slaves ;2 

Into the shadow of her pinions wide 
Anarchs and priests who feed on gold and bloo<l, 
Till with the stain their inmost souls are dyed, 
Drove the astonished herds of men from every side. 

IV. 

The nodding promontories, and blue isles, 

And cloud-like mountains, and dividuous waves 
Of Greece, basked glorious in the open smiles 

Of favouring heaven : from their enchanted cavi»s 
Prophetic echoes flimg dim melody. 
On the unapprehensive wild 
Tlie vine, the com, the olive mild, 
Grew savage yet, to human use unreconciled ; 
And, like unfolded flowers beneath the sea, 

Like the man's thought dark in the infant's brain, 
Like aught that is which wraps what is to be, 
Art's deathless dreams lay veiled by many a vein 
Of Parian stone ; and yet a speechless child, 
Verse murmured, and Philosophy did strain 
Her lidless eyes for thee ; when o'er the yEgean main 

v. 
Athens arose : a city such as vision 

Builds from the purple crags and silver towel's 
Of battlemented cloud, as in derision 

Of kingliest masonry : the ocean-flooi-s 
Pave it ; the evening sky pavilions it ; 

' In Shelley's edition, tyranny, with the semi-colon apin^ars jw alK>vf. As 

a Minall t. the eenBe seems to mo very iiuuh iiii- 

• In Shelley's edition there is no proved by this clmnge, I ji**huiiu* that. 

stop here, but a semi-colon at the end it was one of those indicated in Shol- 

of the next line : in Mrs. Shelley's ley's list of ermta. 
first edition of 1839, and onwards, 

X 2 
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Its portals are inhabited 
By tliiinder-zon^d winds, each head 
Within its cloudy wings with sunfire garlanded, 
A divine work! Athens diviner yet 

Gleamed with its crest of columns, on the will 
Of man, as on a mount of diamond, set; 
For thou wert, and thine all-creative skill 
Peopleil with forms that mock the eternal dead 
In marble inmiortality, that hill 
AMiich was thine earliest throne and latest oracle, 

VI. 

Within the surface of Time's fleeting river 

Its wrinkled image lies, as then it lay 
Immovably^ unquiet, and for ever 

It trembles, but it cannot pass away! 
The voices of thy bards and sages thunder 
With an earth-awakening blast 
Through the caverns of the past ; 
lleligion^ veils her eyes; Oppression shrinks aghast: 
A wingtfd sound of joy, and love, and wonder, 

Wliich soars where Expectation never flew, 
Kendin^ tlie veil of space and time asunder! 

One ocean feeds the clouds, and streams, and dew; 
One sun ilhiniines lieaven; one spirit vast 
With life and love makes chaos ever new. 
As At liens doth the worhl with thy delight renew. 

VII. 

Then Home wiis, and from thy deep bosom fairest, 
Like a wolf-cub from a Cadmivan Mienad,* 

• See the Bacchac of Euripides. [Shelley's Note.] 

' In Shelley's edition, twrnoiYoWy, * Oppreuion and Rdigion in thia 

ajB at p. 180. stanza are, it need hardly be pointed 
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She drew the milk of greatness, though thy dearest 

From that Elysian food was yet unwean^d; 
And many a deed of terrible uprightness 
By thy sweet love was sanctified; 
And in thy smile, and by thy side, 
Saintly Camillus lived, and firm Atilius died. 
But when tears stained thy robe of vestal wliiteness, 

And gold profaned^ thy capitolian throne. 
Thou didst desert, with spirit-winged liglitness. 
The senate of the tyrants: they sunk prone 
Slaves of one tyrant: Palatinus sighed 
Faint eclioes of Ionian song; that tone 
Thou didst delay to hear, lamenting to disown. 



VIII. 

From what Hyrcanian glen or frozen hill. 
Or piny promontory of the Arctic main. 
Or utmost islet inaccessible, 

Didst thou lament the ruin of thy reign, 
Teaching the woods and waves, and desart rocks. 
And every Naiad's ice-cold urn, 
To talk in echoes sad and stem. 
Of that sublimest lore* which man had dared unlearn ? 
For neither didst thou watch the wizard flocks 

Of the Scald's dreams, nor haunt the Druid's sleep. 
What if the tears rained through thy shattered locks 
Were quickly dried? for thou didst groan, not weep, 
Wlien from its sea of death to kill and bum. 
The Galilean serpent forth did creep. 
And made thy world an imdistinguishable heap. 



out, intended to represent the same ^ In Shelley's edition, prophaned. 

figurative entities as those given un- * In Shelley's edition we read love : 

der the terms Tyranny and the airier' lore was substituted in Mrs. Shelley's 

petty congrtgaior of dave», in stanza III. first edition of 1 839, rightly, of cou rse. 
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IX. 

A thousand years the Earth cried, Where art thou? 

And then the shadow of thy coming fell 
On Saxon Alfred's olive-cinctured brow: 

And many a warrior-peopled citadel. 
Like rocks which fire lifts out of the flat dee]), 
Arose in sacred Italy, 
Frowning o'er the tempestuous sea 
Of kings, and priests, and slaves, in tower-crowned majesty; 
Tliat multitudinous anarchy did sweep. 

And burst around their walls, like idle foam, 
^\niiLst from the human spirit's deepest deep 
Strange melody M'ith love and awe struck dumb 
Dissonant arms ; and Art, which cannot die, 
With divine wand^ traced on our earthlv home 
Fit iinageiT to pave heaven's everlasting dome. 

X. 

Thou huntress Bwifter than the Moon ! thou terror 
Of tlie woi-ld's wolves I thou bearer of the quiver, 
\Miose sunlike shafts pierce tempest-winced En'iir, 

As light may ])ierce tlie clouds when they dissever 
In the calm re«nons of the orient dav ! 

Luther caught thy wakening glance, 
Like lightning, from his leaden lance 
Eeilected, it dissolved the visions of the trance 
In which, as in a tomb, the nations lay ; 

And England's prophets hailed thee as their i[ueen. 
In songs whose music cannot ])ass away. 
Though it must How for ever: not unseen 
Before the sjiirit-sighted countenance 

Of !Milton didst thou pass, from the s;id scene 
Ueyond whose night he saw, with a dejected mien. 

* So ill Sh»'ll«*\'> i'rliti«»n. I»ut. v^tnt tliis I'hanpo war* flcmbtle**** a priiitrr'* 
in Mi-H. Slu'llt'vV two !-« lit ions of 1 J>39 ; iTmr. 
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XI. 

The eager hours and unreluctant years 

As on a dawn-illumined mountain stood, 
Trampling to silence their loud hopes and fears, 

Darkening each other with their multitude. 
And cried aloud, Liberty 1 Indignation 
Answered Pity from her cave ; 
Death grew pale within the grave, 
And Desolation howled to the destroyer, Save ! 
Wlien like heaven's sun girt by the exhalation 

Of its own glorious light, thou didst arise. 
Chasing thy foes from nation unto nation 

Like shadows : as if day had cloven the skies 
At dreaming midnight o'er the western wave, 
Men started, staggering with a glad surprise. 
Under the lightnings of thine unfamiliar eyes. 

XII. 

Thou heaven of earth! what spells could pall thee then, 

In ominous eclipse ? a thousand years 
Bred from the slime of deep oppression's den, 

Dyed all thy liquid light with blood and tears, 
rill thy sweet stars could weep the stain away ; 
How like Bacchanals of blood 
Hound France, the ghastly vintage, stood 
Destruction's sceptred slaves, and Folly's mitred brood! 
When one, like them, but mightier far tlian they. 

The Anarch of thine own bewildered powers 
Rose : armies mingled in obscure array. 

Like clouds with clouds, darkening the sacred bowers 
Of serene heaven. He, by the past pursued, 
Rests with those dead, but unforgotten liours, 
"Wliose ghosts scare victor kings in their ancestral towere. 



312 POEMS PUBLISHED WITH PROMKTHEUS VNBOUKD, 1820 

XIIL 

England yet sleeps : was she not called of old ? 

Spain calls her now, as with its thiilliiig thunder 
Vesuvius wakens /Etna, and the cold 

Snow-crags by its reply are cloven in sunder: 
O'er tlie lit waves every ^Eolian isle 
From I^ithecusa to Pelorus 
Howls, and leaps, and glares in chorus: 
They cr}% Be dim; ye lamps of heaven suspended o'er 
Her chains are tlireads of gold, she need but smile 

And they dissolve ; but Spain's were links of steel 
Till bit to dust by virtue's keenest file. 
Twins of a single destiny! appeal 
To the eternal years enthroned before us. 
In tlie dim West ; impress us^ from a seal, 
All ye liave thouglit and done ! Time cannot dare coik< 

XIV. 

Tomb of Arminius ! render up thy dead, 

Till, like a standard from a watch-tower's staft*. 
His soul mav stream over the t\Tant's head ; 

Thy victory sluill ha liis epitaph, 
Wild Bai'chanal of trutli's mvsterious wine, 
Kin<4-di'luded Germanv, 
His dead spirit lives in thee. 



^ I think we ought probably to 
retul as for vs here ; but I am by no 
means Hure th«it the j).'issa<^e (l<»es n(»t 
Htan<l SIS Shellev meant it tn l>e, n<>t- 
withstanding Mr. Swinburne's venlict 
that "the construetinn runs wild and 
falls to jiiect's." It seems to me that 
neither he n«>r Mr. Hossetti gives the 
right meaning of the passage. Mr. 
Swinburne says ; AV^f/ //.f and Sttulitj^, 
p. 1M«\ ''The >en.-e at starting is 
elearlv — ' Imiiress u-; irith all ve have 
thought or tloiK'. whieh time eammt 
(hire eoneeal' ; <»r, * I.et all ye hjive 
thought and done impress us,' an<l 
HO forth." Mr. Kossetti coi^strues it 



thus : — " Do thou Iinpre!<i» u« 
Si»iuiiardrt and Englishuien, ai* ii 
a seal, O thou all tkit S|i:iii 
England have thought and 
Worthily in time pjist ! Time c 
dare tt) eoneoal that." To m 
\H*et seems to invoke Eng];un 
S^Miiu to rise together ami api 
the future of Kepuldican Ameri 
impre.^s on them, ;u«« from a s^i 
that had l>oen and should be th 
ami done l»y Republimnism in 
ri«i : and that inviK-ation L-isupj 
)»y the simple projxksition that 
(•jiimot dare eoncesil antfthing. 
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Why do we fear or hope ? thou art already free ! 
And thou, lost Paradise of this divine 

And glorious world ! thou flowery wilderness ! 
Tliou island of eternity ! thou slu^ine 

Where desolation clothed with loveliness, 
Worsliips the thing thou wert ! Italy, 
Gather thy blood into thy heart; repress 
The beasts who make their dens thy sacred palaces. 

XV. 

O, that the free would stamp the impious name 

Of KiNG^ into the dust! or write it there, 
So that tliis blot upon the page of fame 

Were as a serpent's path, which the light air 
Erases, and the flat sands close behind ! 
Ye the oracle have heard: 
Lift the victory-flashing sword. 
And cut the snaky knots of this foul gordian word. 
Which weak itself as stubble, yet can bind 

Into a mass, irrefragably firm, 
The axes and the rods which awe mankind; 
The soimd has poison in it, 'tis the sperm 
Of what makes life foul, cankerous, and abhorred; 
Disdain not thou, at thine appointed term. 
To set thine arm^d heel on this reluctant worm. 

XVI. 

O, that the wise from their bright minds would kindle 
Such lamps within the dome of this dun world, 

That the pale name of Priest might shrink and dwindle 
Into the hell from which it first was hurled. 



* In Shelley's and Mrs. Shelley's the rough draft Had the word in 

editions this word is omitted and in the MS. sent to the printer l^een 

its place are four asterisks, which have Chrittf to which word Mr. Swinburne 

given rise to much discussion. Kiny strongly leans, there would probably 

is the word in the extant fragment of have been six asterisks. 
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A scoiT of impious pride from fiends impure ; 

Tin liuman thoughts might kneel alone 
Each before the judgement-throne 
Of its own aweless soul, or of the power unknown ! 
O, that the words wliich make the thoughts obscure 

From which they spring, as clouds of glimmering dew 
Prom a white lake blot heaven's blue portraiture, 
Were stript of their thin masks and various hue 
And frowns and smiles and splendours not their own, 
Till in the nakedness of false and true 
They stand before their Lord, each to receive its due. 

XVII. 

He who taught man to vanquisli whatsoever 
Cau be l)etween the cradle and the grave 
Crowned him the King of TJfe. vain endeavour! 

If on liis own high will a willing slave. 
He has enthroned the oppression and the oppressor. 
\Miat if earth can clothe and feed 
Amplest millions at their need, 
And power in thought be as the tree within the seotl ? 
O, what if Art,^ an ardent intercessor. 

Driving on fim' wings to Nature's throne. 
Checks the great mother stooping to caress her, 
And cries : Give me, thy child, dominion 
Over all height and depth ? if Life can breed 

New wants, and wealth fix>m those who toil and izrfmx 
Rend of thy gifts and hers a thousiind fold for one. 

XVIII. 

Come Tliou, l>ut load out of the inmost cave 
Of man's deep spirit, as the moniing-star 

' 5vf) in Slu'llfy'n edition ; Imt in *f/«/// i/, i(r. I onnnot mv siifficicut 
Mn*. ShelleyV and Mr. K«»H.>H.'ttiV. Or gr<»iindM f«ir a<1opting tbia changi'. 
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Beckons the Sun from the Eoan wave. 

Wisdom, I hear the pennons of her car 
Self-moving, like cloud charioted by flame ; 
Comes she not, and come ye not, 
Enlers of eternal thought. 
To judge, with solemn truth, life's iU-apportioned lot ? 
Blind Love, and equal Justice, and the Fame 

Of what has been, the Hope of what will be ? 
0, Liberty ! if such could be thy name 
Wert thou disjoined from these, or they from thee : 
If thine or theirs were treasures to be bought 
By blood or tears, have not the wise and free 
Wept tears, and blood like tears 1 Tlie solemn barmoiiy 



Paused, and the spirit of that mighty singing 

To its abyss was suddeuly withdrawn ; 
Tlien, as a wild swan, when sublimely winging 
Its path atiiwart the thunder-smoke of dawn, 
Sinks headlong through the aerial' golden light 
On the heavy sounding plain, 
When the bolt has pierced its brain ; 
As summer clonda dissolve, unburthened of tlieir rain ; 
As a far taper fades witli fading night. 

As a brief insect dies with dying day. 
My song, its pinions disarrayed of might, 
Drooped ; o'er it closed tlie echoes far away 
Of the great voice wbicli did its fliglit sustain, 
As waves wliich lately paved his watery way 
Hiss round a drowner's bead in their temjiestuoiis i»ln_' 

' In Shelley'i edition, aerial. 
T>IE EN'P 

ai'NP AND OTHER FOKHS-] 
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CANCELLED PASSAGE OF THE ODE TO LIBEEll'. 



Within a cavern of man's trackless spirit 
Is throned an Image, so intensely fair 

Tliat the adventurous thoughts that wander near it 
Worship, and as they kneel tremble and wear 

The splendour of its presence, and the light 
Penetrates their dreamlike frame 

Till they become charged with the strength of flame. 

(Oabneit'b BdUs of Shdlty, y. ii 



The imprint of Promethfus Unbound Ae. is not at the bottom of the I 
page of poetry, but at the foot of the second of the two imges of atlverii 
mentH, which are printed on the last leaf of the final sheet of the booL T 
imprint is as follows : — 

"Marchant, l*rintor, liignun-Conrt, Fenuliorch-ijireet, Lomlon.*' 



(EDIPUS TYRANNUS; 



OB, 



SWELLFOOT THE TYRANT. 



[Mn. Shelley reocircU that (EdipuM TjfranttuM wad begun in Augurt lyiiK it 
the Bathtf of San GiuUano, near Pisa; Shelley in reading hiii f.kU to Littrtn, 
was "riotously aooompanied by the grunting of a quantity of pig? hn.^iziit 
for Bale to the fair " in the square underneath the windows of his rvvfiiltAce 
there ; and the struggle of Qeorge IV. to get rid of the claims of Quet*n Can>UM 
being the current topic of conversation, that domestic episode seems t^^ Lave 
combined in his mind with the porcine chorus^ and to have Xfome fruit in 
this extraordinary piece of intellectual grotesque, with its clear undercumut 
of the same serious spirit that inspii>Ml the Ode to Libtrijf itst^. "When 
finished/' says Mrs. Shelley, ''it [(EdijpuM Tyrannuti] was transmitted to Edz- 
land, printed and published anonymously ; but stifled at the very dawn ■»! it'» 
existence by the * Society for the Suppression of Vice/ who thix-aU-iiol t- 
prosecute it, if not immediately withdrawn. The friend who hnJ ia^tm 
the trouble of bringing it out^ of course did not think it worth the aim.»T- 
aiice and ex|)en8e of a contest^ and it was laid aside." It w.'is n«)t rvW-x^i 
in Mrs. Shelley's first edition of 1839 ; but in her second it was. Tit 
original edition is an octavo }>Amplilet, stitched, witliout UTHpper, o>nAL>^i!:z 
of title-})age, a page of preface called " atlvertisement," with I>r*ih\tivt 
Pi-nonoi on liack, and text pp. .5 to 39. There is an imprint at the Uiii 
of the title-imge, " PRINTED by C. F. SEYFANG, 57, FLEET-AUKKET." 
It is a ver>' rough, common piece of printing; and has a general air -f 
hante. The names of the speakers are usually at the l>egiimiug of the tK 
line of each speech, ab>)reviated ; but sometimes they are unabbrevLiit-l ; 
and, as in Prometheus, they sometimes appear over the centre of the sj-et^h. 
1 have followetl Mrs. Shelley in putting all the names over the centre ui the 
RIMjicches, in full. The headlines are, on the left-hand I»age9, (£dipH4 Ti/nturnu'; 
on the right-hand i>ageA, -4 Tra(/edy. I am not a^-are of the exLsteiiw i 
any MS. of this work. — H.B.K.] 
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IN TWO ACTS, 



TUANSLATEl) FROM THE ORIGINAL DORIC. 



Choose Reform or civil-war, 



When thn/ thy streets, insteatl of hare with th>^, 
A Consort-Queen shall hunt a King with hogs. 
Riding on. the IONIAN MINOTAUR. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



[by SHELLEY.] 



THIS Tragedy is one of a triad, or system of three Plays, 
(an arrangement according to "which the Greeks were 
accustomed to connect their Dramatic representations,) 
elucidating the wonderful and appalling fortunes of the 
SwELLFOOT dynasty. It was evidently written by some 
learned Theban, and, from its characteristic dullness, appa- 
rently before the duties on the importation of Attic salt had 
been repealed by the Boeotarchs. The tenderness with 
which he treats^ the pigs proves him to have been a 
siLs BoRotiw ; possibly Epicuri de grege porcvs ; for, as the 
poet observes, 

"A fellow feeling makes us wond'rous kind." 

No liberty has been taken with the translation of this 
remarkable piece of antiquity, except the suppressing a 
seditious and blasphemous Chorus of tlie Pigs and Bulls at 
the last act. The word Hoydipouse, (or more properly 
(Edipus,) has been rendered literally Swellfoot, without 
its having been conceived necessary to determine whether 
a swelling of the hind or the fore feet of the Swinish 
Monarch is particularly indicated. 

Should the remaining portions of this Tragedy be found, 
entitled, " Swellfoot in Angaria** and " CharM" the Trans- 
lator might be tempted to give them to the reading 
PubUc. 



* In Mrs. Shelley's editions the word vious texts;" but it is not so in 
here is beats. Mr. Roesetti, in printing Shelley's own edition, as might be in- 
trecUi, says the word is beaU " in pre- f erred : in that, it is duly printed trea^. 

VOI^ II. Y 



DKAMATIS PEKSON.E. 



Tyilvnt Swklitoot, King of Tliel)es. 
low TAruiNA, Ills Queen. 
ilAMMoN, Arch-IMest of Famine. 



rrm;AN.vx^ 

l)AKiiY- V Wizanls, Ministers of Swellfoot. 



Laoctonos^ 

Tlie C.ADFLY 



Tlic I.V.VaU 

Tlio Uat 

T\\v MiNtnwrK. 



Moses, the Sow-gelder. 
Sou^MOX, the Porkman. 
Zephaxiah, rig Butcher 



Cliorus of the Swinish Multitu(k\ 
(liAKHs, Attexpants, Triests, &c., «S:o. 



* INirgan.ix in of c«niri*e L«>nl Ca*»- 
tltTi'a^^h. Mr. K»>si»otti, ljocmi«e the 
iiiUiie w (leriviMl from irvpiyoi \|cji8tle) 
and ava^ (King), stos fit t<» alter the 
siKiUing to Pyrtjanax throughout the 
IHH?m, reinurkiDg that thjit "w the 
l»n»i)er siKrlliiig." Surrly when then* 
arv. HcholarH who spell even Olympua 



with a 11 instead of a y, it must be « 
matter of opinion wh^t is the " pn>- 
per Ki>elliug " of Shelley's word ; aii<i 
surely, if he choBe to give an Engli^ 
M aa the equivalent for a Greek v, ^ 
predilection shoidd be respected. 

' Dakry reprci«entA Lord Eldon. 

' LaoctonoB ia Wellington. 



(EDIPUS TYRANNUS, 



A TRAGEDY. 



In tirtno ^CtS. 



SCENE. THEBES. 

ACT I. 

SCENE I. — A magnificent Temple, built of thigh-bancs an<l 
death's licads, and tiled icith scalps. Over the Altar 
the statue of Faviine, veiled; a number of boars, soivs, 
and sucking pigs, crmvned mth thistle, slmmrock, and 
oak, sitting on the steps, and clinging round the altar 
of the Temple. 

Enter Swellfoot, in his Royal robes, without perceiving 

the PiCfS. 

SWELUOOT. 

Thou supreme Goddess! by whose power divine 
Tliese graceful limbs are clothed in proud array 

{He contemplates himself with satisfaction) 

Of gold and purple, and this kingly paunch 
Swells like a sail before a favouring breeze, 
And these most sacred nether promontories 
Lie satisfied with layers of fat ; and these 

Y 2 
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Bceotian cheeks, like Egypt^s pyramid, 
(Nor with less toil were their foundatioiis Lud,^) 
Sustain the cone of my untroubled brain. 
That point, the emblem of a pointless nothing! 
Thou to whom Kings and laurelled Emperors, 
Eadical-butchers, Paper-money-millers, 
Bishops and deacons, and the entire army 
Of those fat martyrs to the persecution 
Of stifling turtle-soup, and brandy-devib, 
Offer their secret vows I Thou plenteous Ceres 
Of their Eleusis, hail!* 



1* 



r 



The Swine. 
Eigh ! eigh ! eigh ! eigh ! 

Sa\t.llfoot. 

Ha! wliat are ve. 
Who, crowned with leaves devoted to the Furies, 
Cling round this sacred shrine? 

Swine. 
Aigh ! aigh ! aigh ! 

SWELLFOOT. 

What: ve that are 
The very beasts that offered at lier altar 



* See Universal History for an account of the nunilier of nei>ple vh 
tlietl) and the immense consumption of garlick by the wretched Ectt- 
tians, who made a sepulchre for the name as well as the IkkIIcs of xhcv 
tjTants. [Shelley's Note.] 



* In case some future editor may see 
cause t^j "reform " the metre of this 
interrupted iwrtion of Swellfix>t's 
8j>oeoh, it may be worth while to note 
that it is not defective : the three 
utterances of Tlie Swine are merelv 
inarticulate interruptions (for whicJi 



reason they are not taken into atvoiait 
in numbering the lines. ; and it vill 
be obser\-ed that, eliminating thi^w 
grunts, the iambic lines of Swellfiw>t'« 
s])eech are unbroken and unimpeaicfa- 
alile. 
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With blood and groans, salt-cake, and fat, and inwards 
Ever propitiate her reluctant will 
When taxes are withheld? 

Swine. 
Ugh ! ugh ! ugh ! 

SWELLFOOT. 

Wliat ! ye who gi'ub 
Witli filthy snouts my red potatoes up 
In Allan's rushy bog? Who eat the oats 25 

Up, from my cavalry in the Hebrides? 
Who swill the hog-wash soup my cooks digest 
From bones, and rags, and scraps of shoe-leather, 
Wliicli should be given to cleaner Pigs than you ? 

TuE Swine. 

Sertiichorvs I. 

• 

The same, alas ! the same ; .^ 

Tliough only now the name 
Of pig remains to me. 

Semiclioras IL 

If 'twere your kingly will 
Us wretched swine to kill. 

What should we yield to tliee ? 33 

SWELLFOOT. 

Why skin and bones, and some few liaira for morUir. 

Chorus of Swine. 

I have lieard your Laureate sing, 

Tliat pity was a royal thing; 

Under your miglity ancestors, we pigs 



Were MessM as nightingales on mvnle sprigs, # 

Or ^aii8?*-li<)j»jH?rs tlwit live on noon-<iay dew, 
Aiitl Hiin;;. <ilti annals tell, as sweetly too, 
iJiit now fiur stves are fallen in, we catch 

Tilt* niumiin and the mange, the scab and itch ; 
S»ni»*tini«"«» vt>ur r«ival df>»3 tear down our thatch, *» 

Anil tlirn we seek the shelter of a ditch; 
H«H^'-wasli or ^'niins, or nita baga, none 
Hits yet l>een ours since your reign l^egun. 

First Sow. 
My pigs, *tis in vain to tug. 

Second Srnv. 
1 could iihuost eat niv litter. » 

First Pig. 
1 Mirk, but no milk will come frtnu the dujr. 

Our skin and our lK)nes would be bitter. 

TlIK lioAUS. 

\Vc li;jht for this ra^ of <nvasv ruij, 

Tliou^'h a trough of wash would be litter. 

Skmichokus. 

ira])]>it'r swinu wero they than we, :«i 

Orowned in the (iadareau sea — 

I wisli tliat pity would drive out the devils, 

AVhii'h in vour r(>val bosom hold their revels, 

\\u\ sink us in the waves of thy^ compassion! 

AIjvs ! the Pigs are an unhap])y nation ! 



tit 
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Now if your Majesty would have our bristles 
To bind your mortar with, or fill our colons 

With rich blood, or make brawn out of our gristles, 
In policy — ask else your royal Solons — 

You ought to give us hog-wash and clean straw, 63 

And styes weU thatched ; besides it is the law ! 

SWELLFOOT. 

Tliis is sedition, and rank blasphemy! 
Ho ! there, my guards ! 

Enter a Guard. 

Guard. 
Your sacred Majesty. 

SWELLFOOT. 

Cidl in the Jews, Solomon the court porkman, 

Aloses thesow-gelder, and Zeplianiah 70 

The hog-butcher.^ 

Guard. 
They are in waiting, Sire. 

Enter Solomon, Moses, and Zephaniah. 

SWELLFOOT. 

Out with your knife, old Moses, and spay those sows, 

{The pigs run about in constcrtuition) 

That load the earth with pigs; cut close and deep, 

Moral restraint I see has no effect. 

Nor prostitution, nor our own example, 75 

Starvation, typhus-fever, war, nor prison — 

This was the ait which the ai*ch-priest of Famine 

* In .Sholley's edition and all othere clearly the complement of line 71, are 
known to me the wt)nU the hof/ -butcher , printetl at the end of line 70. 
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HinUHi at iu his ctiarge to the Theban clei^* — 
Vxxi cK»!H.» and deep, pood Mosea 

Moses. 

Let your Majesty 
KiH»p the Knirs quiet, else 

SWELLFOOT. 

Zephaniali, cut ;•> 

Tluit fat ho«/s tliroat, the bnite seems overfed; 
Si'dilious luniks! to whhie for want of grains. 

Zephamah. 
Your s;ici\»d Majesty, lie has the dropsy ; — 
Wi' sluiU find ])ints of hydatids in*s liver, 
Hi* has not half an inch of wholesome fat »3 

V]Hm his cariou:^ ril>s 

SWELLFOOT. 

Tis all tlie same. 
Hi U sorvo instead i>f riot monev, when 
Our miirniuriu^ livops bivouaque in Thebes* streets: 
And .Tanuarv winds, after a dav 

Of Imtilu'iini;. will make them relish carrion. *• 

Now, SolDiiion. ril sidl you in a lump 
Till* wliole kit of them. 

S0J.0MOX. 

Why, your ilajesty, 
I c(»uld not ij^ivo 



SwELLFOOT. 

Kill them out of the way, 
Tliat sliall be juice enough, and let me hear 
Their everlasting grunts and whines no more ! ^ 

(E.vainf, drivimj in tht s^ine) 
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Enttr Mammon, the Arch-Pried; and Purganax,^ Chief of 

the Council of Wizards. 

PURGANAX. 

• 

Tlie future looks as black as death, a cloud. 

Dark as the frown of Hell, hangs over it — 

The troops grow mutinous — the revenue fails — 

Tliere's something rotten in us — ^for the level 

Of the State slopes, its very bases topple, loo 

The boldest turn their backs upon themselves! 

MAJOfON. 

Why wliat's the matter, my dear fellow, now ? 

Do the troops mutiny ? — decimate some regiments ; 

Does money fail ? — come to my mint — coin paper. 

Till gold be at a discount, and ashamed los. 

To show liis bilious face, go purge himself. 

In emulation of her vestal whiteness. 

PURGANAX. 

Oh, would tliat this were all ! The oracle ! ! 

Mammon. 

\Miy it was I who spoke that oracle, 

And whether I was dead drunk or inspired, no 

I cannot well remember; nor, in truth. 

The oracle itself! 

PURGANAX. 

The words went thus*: — 
" Bo^otia, choose reform or civil war ! 

* Id SheUey's edition, in this stage 126 of this Act (see next page), and 

direction, we read A reh Prietty in two in the stage direction at the o)>oning 

words without a hyphen, and there is of Scene II of the Second Act. 

no comma at Puryanax, A rch- Priest ' See supplementary note, at the 

with the hyphen is usually found, as in end of the poem. 
the list of dramatis personae^ as in line 
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'' AMien thn)ugh thy streets, instead of hare with dogs, 
**A ('onsk^rt Queen shall hunt a King with hogs, m 
** UiJini: on the Ionian Minotaur." 



Mammon. 

Now if the oracle had ne'er foretold 

This Slid alternative, it must arrive, 

Or not, and so it must now that it has, 

And wliether I was urged^ by grace divine, i» 

Or lA»8l)ian liijuor to declare these words, 

WHiioh must, as all words must, \)e false or true; 

It matt4?rs not : for the same jwwer made aU, 

Dnicle, wine, ami me and you — or none — 

Tis the same thing. If you knew as much* iss 

Of iiraoles as I do 

PrR(iAXAX. 

You arch-priests 
IVlieve in nothing ; if y«m were to dream 
Of a partiiular number in the l^»tt4?r}', 
Vou wimlil not l)uv the ticket ^^ 

Mammon. 

Yet our tickets 
Are seliloni blanks. But what steps have you taken ? i» 
For proplieeies when once they get abroad, 
Like liai-s who tell the trutli to serve their ends, 
Or hypocrites who, fn>ni assuming virtue, 
1)0 tlie same actions that the virtuous do, 
Contrive their own* fulfilment. This Iona-= i» 

' In Shell' VH tnlitiiHi, uty'tL ' In Shelley's edition there iaanote 
- Sn in Shi'lley's uu»l Mrs. Shelley's of interrogation here : Mrs. Shelley 
iHlitions : Mr. Hi »se«*tti prints the line changes the sense by subtftitutiDg * 
Tw the Kuiio UiiH^;. If vou Out kiiew :» n^»te of excliuuation ; and Mr. RoflBetti 
uiiuh ; rejects that for a full-stop. 
I»ut surely, if it l»e aflniiH^ible to alter "* The wonl oirw is not in Shelley's 
the line at all f.»r the siike of the edition or Mrs. Shelley's second of 
Mivtre, it won 1*1 U' .sifer t^. give the 183y, wherein the poem wa» first re- 
initial won! It in full, instead of printe<l ; hut it ap)>cars in 8i»me oi 
rthliiwiating it. her later e<litii»nH. 
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Well — ^you know what the chaste Pasiphae did, 

Wife to that most religious King of Crete, 

And still how popular the tale is here ; 

And tliese dull swine of Thebes boast their descent 

From the free Minotaur. You know they still 

Call themselves Bulls, though thus degenerate, 

And every thing relating to a bull 

Is popular and respectable in Thebes. 

Their arms are seven bulls in a field gules,^ 

They think their strength consists in eating beef, — 

Now tliere were danger in the precedent 

If Queen lona 



140 



14:> 



PURGANAX. 

I have taken good care 
That shall not be. I struck the crust o* the earth 
With tliis enchanted rod, and Hell lay bare ! 
And from a cavern full of ugly shapes, 
I chase a Leech, a Gadfly, and a Rat. 
The gadfly was the same which Juno sent 
To agitate lo,* and which Ezecliiel* mentions 
That the Lord whistled for out of tlie mountains 
Of utmost -^tliiopia,* to torment 
Mesopotamian Babylon. Tlie beast 



150 



ir.5 



* And the Lord whistled for the gadfly out of ^Ethiopia, and for the l>ee 
of Egypt, &C. — EzBCBiEL. [Shellkt's Note, in which, in his edition, 
^EtAiopia is spelt (Ethiopia,] 



' Has this curious piece of heraldry 
reference to the six leo(>ards and the 
lion ramfiant which figure on the 
Royal Standard ? 

' Shelloy 8 reference here to the 
Prometheus Bound is very curiously 
printed in the original edition* namely 
thus, — " The prometheus bound of 
^Cschylus.*' This probably arose from 
the effect, on an ignorant compositor, 
«>f Shelley's practice i»f writing titles 
without either inverted omimiw or 
niarkn to nignify ItalicH, an<l hw fre- 



quent use of a small p rather larger 
than usual to serve as a capital. 

* Curiously enough, in Shelley's 
edition, this wonl is here Hj>elt in 
the orthodox way, Ethiopia. I believe 
Shelley habitually wrote it \%'ith an 
^ diphthong ; and in those inHtjuiccs 
in which I have seen the MS. his ^E 
diphthong ca])ital is absolutely indis- 
tinguishable fn>m CK diphthong, — 
which fact would account for the 
very curious orthi»grjiphy in his note, 
alH)ve. 
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Iliis a loud trumpet like the Scarabee, 

Ilia cnK>k6d tail is Ixirbed with many stings. 

Each able to make a thousand wounds, and each 

Immedicable ; from his convex eyes w 

He seci) fair things in many hideous shapes. 

And tnimpets all his falsehood to the world. 

IJkc other beetles he is fed on dung — 

He has eleven feet with wliich he crawls, 

Trailing ii blistering slime, and this foul beast le 

Has tracktHl lona from the Theban limits, 

From isle to isle, from city unto city, 

I'rging her flight from the far Chersonese 

To fabulous Solyma, and the yEtnean Isle, 

Ortygia, ilelite, and Calypso's Rock, 1:9 

And the swart tribes of Uaramant and Fez, 

.'Kolia and Elysium, and thy shores, 

rarthcnoiH?, wliich now, alas ! are free ! 

And through the fortunate Satumian land, 

Into tlie ilarknej^s of the We§t. 

Mammox. 

But if i7i 

This (Jiidtlv should drive lona hither ?^ 

Puk(;anax. 

(hhIs! wliat an //*/ hut tliere is my grey llxr: 

So thin with want, lie can crawl in and out 

Of any narrow chink and filthy hole, 

And he shall creep into her dressing-room, i* 

And 



^ So in Shelley's and Mrs. Shelley's rfrire, tkc. Mr. Ro68etti prints kitkrr 

i'llitions ; but, as the line is short and in Italics ; but that does not meud 

defective, it seems most probable that the line. He suggests the insertion 

the right reading would l)e (^MiTfrt /»>wa, of but after thould ; but that would 

as in line 193. It might, however, dash with But in the )>revious line, 
etpially well be ThU Oadfiy now should 
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Mammon. 

My dear friend, where are yoiir wits ? as if 
She does not always toast a piece of cheese 
And bait the trap? and rats, when lean enough 
To crawl through mch chinks 

PURGANAX. 

But my Leech — a leecli 
Fit to suck blood, with lubricous round rings, iss 

Capaciously expatiative, wliich make 
His little body like a red balloon. 
As full of blood as that of hydrogene, 
Sucked from men's hearts ; insatiably he sucks 
And clings, and pulls — a horse-leech, whose deep maw 
The plethoric King Swellfoot could not fill, loi 

And who, till full, will cling for ever. 

Mammox. 

This 
For Queen lona might suffice, and less ; 
But 'tis the swinish multitude I fear, 
And in that fear I have 

PURGANAX. 

Done what ? 

Mammon. 

Disinherited 195 

My eldest son Chrysaor, because he 
Attended public meetings, and would always 
Stand prating there of commerce, public faith. 
Economy, and unadulterate coin. 

And other topics, ultra-radical; 200 

And have entailed my estate, called the Fool's Paradise, 
And funds in fair}'-money, bonds, and bills, 
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IjK)!! iny aoconiplislietl danghter Banknotina, 
And inarritHl her to the gallows.^ 

PrRT.ANAX. 

A good match ! 

Mammon. 

A liigli connection, Piirganax. The bridegroom s& 

Ifl of a ver)' ancient family, 

Of Hounslow Heath, Tyburn, and the New Drop, 

And liafl great influence in both Houses ; — Oh ! 

He makes the fondest husband; nay, too fond, — 

Now married people should not kiss in public; a* 

But the poor souls love one another so! 

And then my little grandchildren, the gibbets, 

l^romising children as you ever saw, — 

The young playing at hanging, the elder learning 

How to hold radicals. They are well taught too, m 

For oviTv gibbet says its catecliism 

And reads a select chapter in tlie Bible 

Befon* it goes to l)lay. 

{A most trancndaiis huvxming is heard.) 

PURGANAX. 

Ha ! what do 1 hear ? 

Eater the Gadfly.^ 

Mammon. 
Your (ladfly, as it seems, is tired of gadding. 



* If one should nuirr)* a gallows, and beget young gibbets, I never »w 
one BO prone. — Cymbeunk. [Shkllky's Notk.] 

' So in Shelloy'n e<lition : in Mrs. Gmljty: in Mr. Rosf»etti*8 it is futer 
Shelley's the stage <Urection w Enter Oadjly followed hy Jjteeh and Bat. 
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Gadfly. 

Hum ! hum ! hum ! 220 

From the lakea of the Alps, and tlie cold grey scalps 

Of the mountains, I come 

Hum I hum ! hum ! 
From Morocco and Fez, and the high palaces 

Of golden Byzantium ; tr* 

From the temples divine of old Palestine, 

From Athens and Home, 

With a ha ! and a hum ! 

I come ! I come ! 

All inn-doors and windows aw 

Were open to me: 
I saw all that sin does, 
Which lamps hardly see 
That bum in the night by the curtained bed, — 
The impudent lamps ! for they blushed not red, 23:» 

Dinging and singing. 
From slimiber I rung her. 
Loud as the clank of an ironmonger; 
Hum ! hum ! hum ! 

Far, far, far! 240 

With the trump of my lips, and the sting at my hips, 

I drove her — afar! 

Far, far, far! 
From city to city, abandoned of pity, 

A ship without needle or star; — 245 

Homeless slie past, like a cloud on the blast. 

Seeking peace, finding war; — 

She is here in her car, 

From afar, and afar; — 

Hum I hum ! ' tw 
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I have stung her and wnmg her. 

The venom is working; — 
And if you had hung her 
With canting and quirking^ 
She could not be deader than she will be soon;— s^ 
I have driven her close to you, under the moon, 
Night and day, hum! hum! ha! 
. I have hummed her and drummed her 
From place to place, till at last I have dumbed her,^ 

Hum! hum! hum! w 

Leech* 

I will suck 

Blood or muck! 
The disease of the state is a plethorv, 
AMio so fit to reduce it as I ? 

Rat. 

I'll slilv seize and *^ 

Let blood from her weasand, — 
Ci'eeping througli crevice, and chink, and cranny. 
With my snakey tail, and my sides so scranny. 

PURGANAX. 

Aroint ye ! thou unprofitable worm ! 

(to the Leech) 
And thou, duU beetle, get tliee back to liell! ^ 

{to tlie Gadfly] 
To sting the ghosts of Babylonian kings, 
And tlie ox-headed lo 



^ In Shelley *R edition, in theflc two sence bf the Leech and the Gidilf 

lines, we read humm^dy drummed and thould be here ; but itia ia all pmU* 

dumb'dj — an exception to his practice, bility owing to Shelley*8 own oven^i^'ht 

but i>0Hi4ibIy intentional here. that we do not read Enter tAt Lrne^ 

' It seems to me that the missing and the Rat, 
stage directioD to account for the pre- 
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Swine (within). 
Ugh, ugh, ugh ! 
Hail ! lona the divine, 
We will he no longer swine. 
But bulls with horns and dewlaps. 

Eat. 

For, 275 

You know, my lord, the Minotaur 

PuRGANAX {fiercely). 
Be silent ! get to hell ! or I will call 
Tlie cat out of the kitchen.^ Well, Lord Mammon, 

Tliis is a pretty business. 

{Eodt the Bat) 

Mammon. 

I will go 
And spell some scheme to make it ugly then. — 280 

{EHL) 

ErUer Swellfoot. 

SWELLFOOT. 

She is returned! Taurina is in Thebes 

When Swellfoot wishes that she were in hell ! 

Oh, Hymen, clothed in yellow jealousy. 

And waving o'er the couch of wedded kings 

The torch of discord with its fiery hair; 285 

This is thy work, thou patron saint of queens ! 

Swellfoot is wived ! though parted by the sea. 

The very name of wife had conjugal riglits ; 

Her curs6d image ate, drank, slept with me, 

'Thin fuH-atop ib wanting in ITe/i; and the oraisaiun was obviously 
8heUey*8 edition ; but there is a long accidental 
space between the words kitchen and 

VOL. II. Z 
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And in the anns of Adiposa oft 91 

Her memoiy has received a husband's 



A loud tumult, and cries of "lona for ^ ever !—X< 
Swembot!" 

SWELLFOOT. 

Hark ! 

« 

How ihe swine cry lona Taurina ; 
I suffer the real presence; Purganax, 
Off with her head ! 

PURGAXAX. 

» 

But I must first impaneP 

A jun' of the pigs. 

SWELLFOOT. 

Pack them then.- 

PURGANAX. 

Or fattening some few in two separate styes, 
And giving them clean straw, tying some bits 
Of ribbon round tlieir legs — giving their sows 
Some tawdry lace, and bits of lustre glass. 
And tlieir young boars white and red rags, and tail? 
Of cows, and jay feathers, and sticking caidifloweis 
Between the ears of the old ones ; and when 
They are persuaded, that by the inlierent virtue 
Of these tilings, they are all imi>erial pigs. 
Good Lord ! they'd rip each other's bellies up, 
Xot to say help us in destroying her. 



* In Shelley's edition, impanml, daring emendation." I phooldiD"^' 

* To get over the defectivenew of to Well, pact them M^n. as moRr'^' 
metre here, Mr. Kosactti thinks go bably what SheUey wrote. 

pnrk than ihtn " would not >je a very 
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SWELLFOOT. 

This plan might be tried too; — where's General 
Laoctonos ?^ 

Enter Iaoctonos ayid Dakky. 

It 13 my royal pleasure 
That you, Lord General, bring the head and body. 
If separate it would please me better, hither sio 

Of Queen lona. 

Laoctonos. 

That pleasure I well knew. 
And made a charge with those battalions bold, 
Called, from their dress and grin, the royal apes, 
Upon the swine, who, in a hollow square 
Enclosed her, and received the first attack 315 

Like so many rhinoceroses, and then 
Retreating in good order, with bare tusks 
And wrinkled snouts presented to the foe. 
Bore her in triumph to the public stye. 
What is still worse, some sows upon the ground 320 

Have given the ape-guards apples, nuts, and gin. 
And they all whisk their tails aloft, and cry, 
" Long live lona ! down with Swellfoot !" 



PURGANAX. 



Hark! 



The Swine, unthout. 
Long live lona! down with Swellfoot! 



>In SheUey*8 edition, and others Laoctonoi is printed as part of line 
earlier than Mr. Roe8etti*s, the word 307. 

z2 
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Dakry. 

I 

Went to the garret of the swineherd's tower, 3*5 

^^^lich overli-N>k3 the stve, and made a lonjj 

ILinuijiue (all words) to the assembled swine. 

Of dt'licswy, mercy, judgment, law, 

Monils, and preceilents, and purity, 

Adultory, destitution, and divorce, s» 

rifty, faith, and state necessity. 

And how I loved the Queen ! — and then I wept 

AViih the (liithos of my own eloquence, 

And evcrv tear turned to a mill-stone, which 

IVciineii many a gaping pig,^ and there was made s£> 

A slough of blood and brains upon the place, 

(m»;isetl with the poundetl bacon; round and round 

Tlie mill-stones* rolled, ploughing the j>avement up. 

Ami hurling sucking pigs into the air, 

With dust and stones. 

£ntcr MamMOX. 

ilAMMuX. 

1 wonder that ctcv \*nzanls 
Like vnu sliould ]»o so ]>eanlless in their schemes; mi 
It liad ]*vvn but a i>oint of policy 
To ket'p lona and the swine apart. 
1 )ivi(le and rule ! but yo have made a junction 
] between two parties who will govern you :u:. 

liut for mv art. — Behold this BAG ! it is 
The poison BAG of that Green Spider huge, 

^ Tliw grf»tf>»4iiio version of the nAuie Round his feut plAvcil to and fn», 

iinJiKm- a^ w aiM.luHl t.. Lonl KMon T.^'P^u'^t*'*^" *?'"'* rV*' .^ . 

'#•11/ r * I ij H-od their bnuiia kn«icke»l out by Uwm. 

in J he Mannuf of Aunrchu, would ,, ol n • i-.- .., 

m.rvr. if uJ\ were, to identify thut .'/" ^'^f'V *^ l'''"V "V'^*'*'«^^ 

].,nl rhancllor with Dakn' : * "^'^^'"'t ".^>»'^^"' *^*"*?.^ ^^^ ^^^ 

„. , . , , . ' „ i« Hi»elt with n hviihen in hue S34. 

Hin lux tcjir-', for he wij.t wlIi, i • *u vie * mi ■# 

Turno*! U.tniU,.t4M..* where they fell. ^^^^^ "» the Mb. of J he Masquf oj 

And tin- little children, who Anarchy, in the pasp^ge ju8t quoted. 
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On which our spies skulked in ovation through 

The streets of Thebes, when they were paved with dead : 

A bane so much the deadlier fills it now, sso 

As, calumny is worse than death, — for here 

The Gadfly's venom, fifty times distilled. 

Is mingled with the vomit of the Leech, 

In due proportion, and black ratsbane, which 

That very Eat, who, like the Pontic tyrant, 

Nurtures himself on poison, dare not touch ; — 

All is sealed up with the broad seal of Fraud, 

Who is the Devil's Lord High Chancellor,^ 

And over it the Primate of all HeU 

Murmured this pious baptism : — '* Be thou called 

" The GREEN BAG ; and this power and grace be thine : 

" That thy contents, on whomsoever poured, 

" Turn innocence to guilt, and gentlest looks 

" To savage, foul, and fierce deformity. 

" Let aU baptized by thy infernal dew 

" Be called adulterer, drunkard, liar, wretch ! 

" No name left out which orthodoxy loves, 

" Court Journal or legitimate Eeview! — 

" Be they called tyrant, beast, fool, glutton, lover 

" Of other wives and husbands than their own — 

" The heaviest sin on this side of the Alps ! 

" Wither they to a ghastly caricature 

" Of what was human! — ^let not man or* beast 

" Behold their face with unaverted eyes ! 

" Or liear their names with ears that tingle not 

** Witli blood of indignation, rage, and shame !" — 

This is a perilous liquor; — good my Lords. — 
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SwELLFOOT approaches to tomh tJis GREEN BAG. 



' Cf. Masque of Anarchy again : 

Next came Fraud, aiul he had on, 
Like Eldun, tax ermiue gown. 



• So in Shelley's edition, of courBc 
rightly ; but nor in Mrs. Shelley's and 
Mr. HcMsetti's. 
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Beware ! for Grod's sake, beware I — if yon should break 
The seal, and touch the fSfttal liquor 

PUBGANAX. 

There, 
Give it to me. I have been nsed to handle m 

All sorts of poisons. His dread Majesty^ 
Only desires to see the colour of it 

Mammon. 

Now, with a little common sense, my Lords, 

Only imdoing all that has been done, 

(Yet so as it may seem we but confirm it,) 3S5 

Our victory is assured. We must entice 

Her Majesty from the stye, and make the pigs 

Believe that the contents of the GEEEX IL\G 

Are the true test of guilt or innocence. 

And that, if she be guilty, 'twill transform her aw 

To manifest deformity like gmlt. 

If innocent, she will become transfigured 

Into an angel, such as they say she is ; 

And they wiU see her flying through the air, 

So bright that she will dim the noon -day sun ; aaci 

Showering down blessings in the shape of comfits. 

This, trust a priest, is just the sort of tiling 

Swine will believe. I'U wager you will see them 

Climbing upon the thatch of their low styes. 

With pieces of smoked glass, to watch her sail ♦-) 

Among the clouds, and some will hold the flaps 

Of one another's ears between their teeth. 

To catch the coming hail of comfita in. 

You, Purganax, who have the gift o* the gab. 

Make them a solemn speech to this effect : *« 

^ In SheUey*a edition majeHy, in this one inatance, is spelt with a smaU m. 
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I go to put in readiness the feast 
Kept to the honour of our goddess Famine, 
Where, for more glory, let the ceremony 
Take place of the uglification of the Queen. 



343 



Dakry {to Swdlfoot). . 

I, as the keeper of your sacred conscience. 
Humbly remind your Majesty that the care 
Of your high office, as man-milliner 
To red Bellona, should not be deferred. 



410 



PURGANAX. 

All part, in happier plight to meet again. 



[Exeunt. 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. 

SC'ENE I— THE TUBLIC STYE. 
The Boars in full AsstiMy. 

EtUer PURGANAX. 
PURGANAX. 

C J KANT me your patience, Gentlemen and Boars, 

Yo, by wliose patience under public burthens 

The glorious constitution of these styes 

Subsists, and shall subsist The lean-pig rates 

(iFow with the growing jwpulace of swine, 5 

The taxes, that true source of piggishness, 

(How can I find a more appropriate tenn 

To include religion, morals, peace, and plenty. 

And all that lit IVvotia as a nation 

To teach the other nations how to live ?) 10 

Increase with i)iggishness itself; and still 

Does the revenue, that great spring of all 

The patronage, and pensions, and by-payments. 

Which free-born pigs reganl with jealous eyes. 

Diminish, till at length, by glorious steps, 15 

All the land's^ produce will be merged in taxes, 

And the revenue will amount to nothing! 

The faihire of a foreign market for 
Sausages, bristles, and blood-puddings, 

^ lu Shellev'rt cnlitiou we reiui Uind9 insteatl of land^s. 
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And such home manufactures, is but partial; 
And, that the population of the pigs. 
Instead of hog-wash, has been fed on straw 
And water, is a fact which is — vou know — 
That is — ^it is a state-necessity — 
Temporary, of course. Those impious pigs, 
Wlio, by frequent squeaks, have dared impugn^ 
The settled Swellfoot system, or to make 
Irreverent mockery of the genuflexions 
Inculcated by the arch-priest, have been whipt 
Into a loyal and an orthodox whine. 
Things being in this happy state, the Queen 

lona 

A loud cry from the Pigs. 

She is innocent 1 most innocent! 



20 



25 



30 



PURGANAX. 

Tliat is the very thing that I was saying, 
Gentlemen Swine; the Queen lona being 
Most innocent, no doubt, returns to Thebes, 
And the lean sows and boars collect about her. 
Wishing to make her think that WE believe 
(I mean those more substantial pigs, who swill 
Rich hog-wash, while the others mouth damp straw,) 
That she is guilty; thus, the lean-pig faction 
Seeks to obtain that hog-wash, which has been 
Your immemorial right, and which I will 
Maintain you in to the last drop of 



35 



40 



> So in SbelleY*8 and Mrs. Shelley*B 
editionR ; but there is clearly some- 
thing iKTong : Mr. Roesetti reoon- 
stnicts the hne thus : 

Who knvt, hj frequent aquealu, dared to 
impugn ; 

but the rhythm thus produced is not 
Shelley -like ; nor can one see how such 
A line could have been misinterpreted 



into the line as printed in the text. 
I have little doubt that the very com- 
mon printer's error of dropping some 
minor word was at the root of the 
imperfection ; nnd should think the 
line was probably written thus : 

Who, by their frequent aqueakti, have diired 
impugn. 
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A BOAB. 

{interrupting him.) 

What 

l)iH.»8 unv one accuse her of? 

PrRGAXAX. 

\Miv, no one 
Makes ant/ positive accusation; — but *» 

There were hints dropt, and so the privy wizards 
(\»neeived that it l^ecame them to advise 
Uis Majesty to investigate their tnith; — 
N<»t for his own sake; he could be content 
Ti) let liis wife play any pranks she pleased, ^ 

If, ]»y that sufferance, he could please the pigs; 
lUit then he fears the morals of the swine, 
The sows especially, and wliat effect 
It nii^ht prixhiee upon the purity and 
lieligion of the rising generation ^-^ 

Of sucking pigs, if it eould be suspected 
That Queen loua 

{A jtauAc.) 

FlUST BOAK. 

Well, go on ; we long 
To hear what she eau possibly have done. 

PrRGANAX. 

Wliy, it is hinted, that a cerUiin bull — 

Thus much is k'/ioirn : — the milk-white bulls that feed * 

Beside Clitumnus and the crvstaP lakes 

Of tlie Cisalpine mountains, in frCvSh dews 

Of lotus-gniss and blossoming asphodel, 

Sleeking their silken hah, and with sweet bi-eath • 

^ In ShelU'v'."' e«litioiij chvytUiL \ 
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Loading the morning winds until they faint os 

With living fragrance, are so beautiful! 

Well, / say nothing; ^but Europa rode 

On such a one from Asia into Crete, 

And the enamoured sea grew calm beneath 

His gliding beauty. And Pasiphae,^ 70 

lona's grandmother, ^but she is innocent ! 

And that both you and I, and all assert. 



First Boar. 



Most innocent! 



PURGANAX. 

Behold this BAG; a bag- 



Second Boar. 

Oh ! no GREEN BAGS ! ! Jealousy's eyes are green, 
Scorpions are green, and water-snakes, and efts, 75 

And verdigris, and 

PURGANAX. 

Honourable swine, 
In piggish souls can prepossessions reign ? 
Allow me to remind you, grass is green — 
AU flesh is grass; — no bacon but is flesh — 
Ye are but bacon. This divining BAG »o 

(Which is not green, but only bacon colour) 
Is filled with liquor, which if sprinkled o'er 
A woman guilty of — we aU know what — 
Makes her so hideous, till she finds one blind 
She never can commit the like again. sr. 

If innocent, she will turn into an angel, 
And rain down blessings in the shape of comfits 

1 In Shelley's edition, Patiphn. 
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As she flies up to heai'eiL Now, my proposal 

Is to cviivert her sacred Majesty 

Into an angel, (as I am sare we shall do,) •» 

r>v ]K>urini! on her head tliis mvstic water. 

I knitw tliat she is innocent; I wish 
< hi\\ to pivve her so to all the world. 

First Boar. 
Kxcellrnt. just, and noble PuTganax ! 

Second Bojol 

How glorious it will lie to see her Majesty % 

Flying uImvc i»ur heads, her petticoats 
Streaming like — ^like — ^like — 

TiriRD Bo.UL 

Anv tliin<:^. 

rURGANAX. 

Oh, no: 
Jiiit like a standanl of an adniinds ship, 
Or like the banner of a conquering host, 
( )r like a cloud dved in the dvinj' dav, i.»g 

I'nravelled on the blast from a white mountain ; 
(Jr like a meteor, or a war-steetVs mane, 
Or water-fall from a dizzy precipice 
Scattered ii]»on the wind. 

First Boar. 

Or a cow's tiiil, 



Second Boar. 
Or any thiiKj, as the learned Boar obsened. nvi 
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PURGANAX. 

Gentlemen Boars, I move a resolution, 

That her most sacred Majesty should be 

Invited to attend the feast of Famine, 

And to receive upon her chaste white body 

Dews of Apotheosis from this BAG. no 

A great confimon is heard of the Pios OUT OF DooRs^ 
which communicates itself to those within. During tlie first 
Strophe, the doors of the Stye arc staved in, and a number 
if exceedingly lean Pigs and Sows and Boars rush in, 

Semichorus I. 
No! Yes! 

Semichorus u. 
Yes! No! 

Semichorus i. 
A law! 

Semichorus it. 
A flaw! 

Semichorus I. 

Porkers, we shall lose our wash, 115 

Or must share it with the lean pigs! 

First Boar. 

Order ! order ! be not rash ! 
Was there ever sucli a scene. Pigs ! 
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An Old Sow (rushing in). 

I never saw so fine a dash 

Since I first began to wean pigs. w 

Second Boar {solemnly). 

The Queen will be an angel time enough. 

I vote, in form of an amendment, that 
Purgiuiax nib a little of that stuff 

U|)on his face 

PURGANAX. 

{His heart is seen to beat through his tmisieoat.) 

Gods ! What would ye be at ? 



Semichorus I. 

Pur^anax lias plainly shown a i* 

Cloven foot and jack-daw feather. 



Semichokus II. 

1 vote Swellfoot and lona 

Try the magic test together; 
Whenever royal spouses bicker, 
Ik)th should try the magic liquor. i* 

An Old Boar (aside). 

A miserable state is that of pigs, 
For if their drivers would tear caps and wigs, 
The swine must bite each others ear therefore. 
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An Old Sow (aside), 
A wretched lot Jove has assigned to swine, 
Squabbling makes pig-herds hungry, and they dine lss 
On bacon, and whip sucking-pigs the more. 

Chorus. 
Hog- wash has been ta'en away: 
If the Bull-Queen is divested. 
We shall be in every way 

Hunted, stript, exposed, molested ; 140 

Let us do whatever we may, 
That she shall not be arrested. 
Queen, we entrench you with walls of brawn, 

And palisades^ of tusks, sharp as a bayonet : 
Place your most sacred person here. We pawn 14:. 

Our lives that none a finger dare to lay on it. 
Those who wrong you, wrong us;* 
Those who hate you, hate us; 
Those who sting you, sting us; 
Those who bait you, bait us; iso 

The Oracle is now about to be 
Fulfilled by circumvolving destiny; 
Wliich says*: "Thebes, choose reform or civil war, 
" When tlirough your streets, instead of hare witli dogs, 
"A Consort Queen shall hunt a King with hogs. 
Riding upon the IONIAN MINOTAUR" me 

Enter Iona Taurina. 

loNA Taurina (coming forward). 

Gentlemen swine, and gentle lady-pigs, 
Tlie tender heart of every boar acquits 

' In Shelley's odition, paUUadti, ' See supplementary note at the 

with a double I, end of the poem. 
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Tlieir Queen, of any act incongruous 

With native piggishness, and she reposing m 

With confidence upon the grunting nation, 

lias tlirown herself, her cause, her life, her all. 

Her innocence, into their hoggish arms ; 

Nor has the expectation been deceived 

Of finding shelter there. Yet know, great boars, i« 

(For such who ever lives among you finds you. 

And so do I) the innocent are proud! 

I have accepted your protection only 

In compliment of your kind love and care, 

Not for necessity. The innocent i7« 

Are safest there where trials and dangers wait; 

Innocent Queens o'er wliite-hot plough-shares tread 

Unsinged, and ladies, Erin's laureate sings it,^ 

Decked with rare gems, and beauty rarer still. 

Walked* from Killamey to the Giant's Causeway, its 

Through rebels, smugglers, troops of yeomanry. 

White boys and orange boys, and constables. 

Tithe-proctors, and excise people, iminjured 1 

Tims I ! — 

Lord PuRGAN.vx, I do commit myself is) 

Into your custody, and am prepared 
To stand tlie tast, whatever it mav be ! 

PrRGANAX. 

This magnanimity in your sacred Majesty 

Must please the pigs. You cannot fail of being 

A lieavenly an<:]jel. Smoke your bits of glass, is^ 

Ye loyal swine, or her transfiguration 

Will blind your wondering eyes. 



^ Rich and rare were the gema she wore. See Moore's Irith Mdcdk*. 
[Shkllky's Notk.] 

* 111 Shelley's edition, icaWd. 
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An Old Boar (imde). 

Take care, my Lord, 
Tliey do not smoke you first. 



PURGANAX. 



At the approaching feast 



Of Famine, let tlie expiation be. 



SWINK. 



Content! content! 



lONA TauRINA {aside). 

I, most content of all, 
Know that my foes even thus prepare their fall! 

\E.i:cunt omnes. 



190 



vol.. II. 



A A 



354 




IKDIPUS TYBAKNUS; OR, 



[kavL 



SCENE II. 

T/ie interior of the Temple of FAMINE. Ttit stntnc »j 
the Groddess, a skeleton clothed in parly-coloured rags, *••»/•' 
upon a heap of skulls and loaves intcrmvigUd. A nvmh,- 
of exceedingly fat Priests in black garments arrayed oa turi 
side, with marrow-bones and cleavers in their ha)ids, A 
flourish of trumpets. 

Enter Mammon as arcli-priest, Sweixfoot, Dakry, PuRr.AS.vx. 
Laoctonos, followed by lONA Taurixa guarded. On /*' 
other iiide enter tlie Swine. 



I 



C/wrus of Priests, 
Accompanied hy th^' Court rorkinan'^ on marroiv-lMjn*'s '//i'' 

cleavers. 

Goddess bare, and gaunt, and pale, 

Empress of the world, all hail ! 

Wliat though Cretans old called thee 

City-crested Cybele ? 

We call thee Famine! 
(Joddess of fast« and feasts, standing and cramming; 
Through thee, for emperors, kings, and priests and 1«>p1- 



* Thitj word is Porhnan in all edi- 
ti«mH except that of Mr. R«>8setti, who 
Hiiltstitiites Porhneu. I canncit, lu»\v- 
ever, think it safe t«) adopt either tliis 
(»r the alteration he inakeB in the Bcone- 
dcscription, — the insertion of Court 
Porkmcn ro ai« to deprive the fat 
Priertta of their inarrow-VK>nea and 
cleavers. I feel pretty Biirc that the 
picture Shelley hatl in his mind was 
one of PriestH heaiing niarrow-1 nines 
an<l cleavers. What iwirticular vjdue 
he may have meant U) attach to the 
phrase " acc<»mpanied hy the Court 



Porkman on marrow Ix^nes a" i 
cleavers," is not very clear ; hnt ] r- - 
bahly the idea was that the C^'iiT* 
Porkman, as well a* the Priert^, >••:'!" 
played and sang. The iutr>«ilui.-ti''. 
of Court I*t)rkmcn in the phinl i- 
wholly inconsistent with the list i 
dramatu persona and line rt9 of Act 
I : in the one case we have '* S^^l'.-ni"''. 
the Porkman," and in the other "& 1 - 
mon the court iH>rkman,*' — indica'ii'v. 
I think, that there was but one siu*!! 
dignitary in Thel»e8. 
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Who rule l)y viziei*s, sceptres, banknotes, wonls, 
The earth poui-s fortli its plenteous fruits. 
Com, wool, linen, flesh, and roots — lo 

Those who consume these fruits thro' thee gi'ow fat, 
Those who produce these fruits tliro' thee grow lean, 

Whatever change takes place, oh, stick to that! 
And let things be as they have ever been ; 

At least while we remain thy priests, i-. 

And proclaim thy fasts and feasts ! 

Tlirough thee the sacred Swellfoot dynasty 

Is based upon a rock amid that sea 

Whose waves are swine — so let it ever be ! 

SwELU'VOT, <tc. seat tJiemselves at a table, magnificently 
covered at live upper end of the temple. Attendants pass over 
the stage vnth hog-wash in pails. A number of pigs, exceed- 
ingly lean, follow them licking up the wash. 

Mammon. 

I fear your sacred Majesty has lost 20 

The appetite wliich you were used to have. 

Allow me now to recommend this dish — 

A simple kickshaw by your Persian cook, 

Such as is served at the great King's second table. 

The price and pains which its ingredients cost. 

Might have maintained some dozen famiUes 

A winter or two — not more — so plain a dish 

Could scarcely disagree. 

S^^T.LI.F00T. 

After the trial, 
And these fastidiouLS pigs are gone, perliaps 
I may recover my lost appetite, — 
I feel the gout flying about my stomach — 
Give me a glass of Maraschino punch. 

A A 2 



2'. 
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PUROANAX 

{FiUiiig his glass, and standing uji). 
The j^lorious constitution of the I*igs ! 

All. 
A toast ! a toast ! stand up and three times three ! 

Dakry. 
No heel-tiips — ilarken day-lfghts ! — 

Lao<tono8. 

Claret, somehow, 
Tuts me in mind of Idood, and Mood of claret! 

SWFXLFOOT. 

L'ioct<m<w is fishin<^ for a compliment, 

lint 'tis liis due. Yes, you have drunk more wine, 

And sIkmI more Ijlood than nnv man in Thebes. 

(To Purganax) 
For (Itul's sak(^ stop tin* j^untinj^ of those pi^ I 

PrRGANAX. 

Wi» dare not, Sire, 'tis Famine's privilege. 

Chorus ok Swine. 

Ilail to thee, hail to thee, Famine! 

Thy throne is on blood, and thy robe is of rags; 
Thou devil which livost on damning; 

Saint of now churelies, and cant, and GREEN BAC 
Till in j)ity and terror thou risest. 
Confounding the schemes of the wisest, 
Wien thou liftest thv skeleton form, 

AVlien the loaves and tlie skulls roll about, 
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We will greet thee — tlie voice of a storm 
Would be lost in our terrible shout ! 



Mammox. 

THE }5AC; 



:>o 



Then hail to thee, hail to thee, Famine! 

Hail to thee. Empress of Earth ! 
\Vlien thou risest, di\Tiding possessions ; 
Wlien thou risest, uprooting oppressions ; 55 

In the pride of thy ghastly mirth. 
Over palaces, temples, and graves. 
We will rush as thy minister-slaves, 
Trampling beliind in thy train, 
Till all be made level again ! <k. 

Mammon. 

I hear a crackling of the giant bones 

Of the dread image, and in the black pits 

WHuch once were eyes, I see two livid flames. 

These prodigies are oracular, and show 

The presence of the unseen Deity. 05 

Mighty events are hastening to their doom ! 

SWELLFOOT. 

I only hear the lean and mutinous swine 
CJrunting al>out the temple. 



Dakky. 

In a crisis 
Of such exceeding delicacy, I think 
We ought to put her Majesty, flie QrEEN, 
Uinm her trial without delay. 



ro 



Is here. 
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PUROANAX. 

I have rehearsed the entire scene 
With an ox bladder and some ditch-water. 
On Lady P. — it cannot faiL 

{Taking up the hag) 

Your Majesty {to Swdl/oU) 
In such a filthy business had better % 

Stand on one side, lest it should sprinkle you, 
A spot or two on me would do no harm. 
Nay, it might hide the blood, which the sad genius 
Of the Green Isle has fixed, as by a spell. 
Upon my brow — which would stain all its seas, ^ 

But wliieh tliose seas could never wash awav ! 



loNA Taurina. 

My I^rd, I am ready — nay, I am iini)atient 
To undergo tlie test. 

A graceful figure in a ^mi'traiviparent veil passes uhho- 
ticed through the Temple ; the word LIBERTY is sf<u 
through the veil, as if it were written in fire upxni its foixhciuJ 
Its words arc almost drowned in the furioiis gimnting of th 
Pigs, and the business of the tnal. She kneels an the stqt-'^ 
of the Altar, and speaks in tones at first faint and h'tr, 
hvi which ever become louder and louder. 



Mighty Empress !* Death's wliite wife ! 

Ghastly mother-in-law of life! >■ 

By the God who made thee sucli, 

By the magic of tliy touch, 

Bv the starvin<:c and tlie crammin^j, 
(^f fasts and feasts ! by tliy dread self, Famine ! 
I chav*;fc thcc '. when thou wake tlie multitude, » 
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Tlioii lead them not upon the paths of blood 
The earth did never mean her foison^ 
For those wlio crown life's cup with poison 
Of fanatic rage and meaningless revenge — 



•>: 



But for those radiant spirits, who are still 
The standard-bearers in the van of Change. 

Be they th' appointed stewaixis, to fill 
The lap of Pain, and Toil, and Age ! — 
Kemit, Queen ! thy accustomed^ rage ! 
He what thou art not! In voice faint and low uh} 

Fkep:dom calls Famine, — ^lier eternal foe, 
To brief alliance, hollow truce. — Rise now ! 

Whilst the veiled Figure has been chauntiny this strophi\ 
MAMMoXy Dakry, Laoctonos, and Swellfoot, have 
surrounded loXA Tauh/xa, tvho, with Iver hands folded on 
h^r hrewit, and her eyes lifted to Heaven^ stands, as with 
saint-like resignationy to wait the issue of the bus^ifiess, in 
IKrfect confidence of her innocence. 

PVRQASAX, after unsealing the GREEN BAG, is gravely 
alnnU to pour the liquor upon her head, when suddenly the 
whole expression of Iter figure and countenance cluinges ; she 
snatches it from hishaiul with a loud laugh of triumph, and 
empties it over Swellfoot atul his whole Court, who are 
instantly changed into a number of filthy and ligly animals, 
and rush out of the Temple. The image of Famine then 
arises with a tremendous sound, the PiGS begin scraviUing 
for tlie loaves, and are tripped up by the skulls'^; all those 
who EAT the loaves are turned into BcLLS, and arrange them- 
selves quietly behind the altar. The image of Famine sinks 
through a chasm in the earth, and a Mixotavr rises. 

* In Shelley's edition, foxzoni, as in instance ; but, as the word ie» s*|»t'lt 
line228uf theZtW« YFri//ei}am(/R^Me tkydh in his edition in the Acene-dc - 
Eiufantan IIUU. scription at the beginning of thin j^inif, 

* In ShelleyV editicni, uccn^toiud. an«l idso in line 49, I |uvsuiuc wo 
^ In Shelley's eilition, tculis, in this should give the pivference to itluli^f. 
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Minotaur. 

• 

I am the Ionian Minotaur, the mightiest 

Of all Eurojm's taurine progeny — 

I am the old traditional man-bull; uis 

And from my ancestors having been Ionian, 

I am called Ion, which, by interpretation. 

Is John ; in plain Tlieban, that is to say. 

My name's John Bull; I am a famous hunter, 

And can lejip any gate in all Boeotia, no 

Even the i)alings of the royal park, 

Or double ditch about the new enclosures ; 

And if your Majesty will deign to mount me. 

At least till you have hunted down your game, 

I will not throw you. ns 

loNA Taurina. 

{puring (his 8}K€<^h she has been pxUting on hoots and spur<, 
and a huntiiuj cnp^ huvkiuMy cocked on one side, and tuckintj 
up her hairy she leaps nimhly on his Jnick.) 

Iloa! hoa! tall y ho ! tallyho! ho! ho ! 

Come, let us luint these ugly badgers down, 

Tliese stinking foxes, tliese devouring otters, 

These liares, these wolves, these any thing but men. 

Iley, for a whipj)er-in ! my loyal pigs, lao 

Now let your noses be as keen as beagles, 

Your steps as swift as greyliouuds, and your cries 

More dulcet and syniphonious than the bells 

Of A-illage-towei^s, on sunshine holiday; 

Wake all the dewy woods with jangling music. 125 

Give them no law (are tliey not beasts of blood ?) 

But such as tlie^' gave you. Tallyho ! ho ! 

Througli forest, furze, and bog, and den, and desart, 

Pursue the ugly beasts ! tallyho ! ho ! 
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Full Chorus of lONA a^ul the SwiNE. 

Tallyho! taUyho! 
Through rain, hail, and snow, 
Througli brake, gorse, and briar. 
Through fen, flood, and mire. 

We go! we go! 



130 



Tallyho! tallyho! 135 

Through pond, ditch, and slough. 
Wind them, and find them. 
Like the Devil behind them, 

Tallyho! tallyho! 

Exeunt y in full cry ; Ion a diHving on the Swine, wUh ttie 
empty OREEN BAG) 



THE END. 

[ok (EDIPU8 TTBANNU8.] 



The imioiut of (Kdiput TyranniiM ia ai fulluwtj : — 



'•(. F. »KY»ANo, i*riiiu*r, 67, Fleet Marktt." 



[ A very curiouB case of minute Terbal and other variation ia that of ^ the 
omclu/' which tinst Ap()eani un the title-{)age of SwtUfooi, and then occurs 
twice in the text of the {Miem. I have given it on the title-page precisely 
fnnn Shelley « edition, in the minutest iiarticulani : when Puboanax uttent 
it in Act I, beginning at line 112, it atanda thus in the original edition : 

IkootiA, chiMMe ruform or civU ir«r ! 
When through the stroeU. UwImmI at bare with doga, 
A (.\mjK>rt Queen ahall hunt » King with hoga, 
Ukling on the Ionian Minotaur. 

Here I have not thought it neoeiiaary to interfere with anything in the 
text except the word the in the second line of the oracle : that wonl, 1 
liuve not the lea8t doubt, is a misprint for thy ; but I do not suppose the 
other variations were the printer's doing ; and the note of exclamation at the 
end of the tirst line seems likely enough to have been deliberate. Wlien the 
Chorus rei>eat8 the oracle in Act II, Sc. I, beginning at line 153, it runs, 
ill Shelley's e<liti<»n, thuA : 

Thebea. chixMie reform or eiril war, 
Wlieii thruuxh your •treeta instead of hare witli dogs, 
A CoNsoKT giEKN nhall hunt a KiNu with hogH, 
Ki«Uug U|N>ii the IONIAN MINOTAUK. 

Ill thut cnae 1 have KUjiplieil, in the text, a ctminia after 9trtctg in the 8eoi>ml 
line, Ikhuu^h?, whetluT Shelley or the priiit<»r dropped it, the oniiinsion musit 
have 1h.vu purely iuvideiitiil, and (huiiaged the sense. But in n^inl to ^t>«r 
for thtf in the hccoimI line, and upon for tm in the fourth, I shoulil not doubt 
that those variations* would have been left tw they are, even if Shelley's 
attention ha<l l»een calle*! to them. If any one had askeii him, "Why 
di>n't your i>eople n!|»eat the oracle correctly^*' — ho might fairly have 
lui-^wereil, " Hecjuirte real j>eoplo don't rei>ejit anything correctly in miuute 
pai-tiiiilaD* " : and, ha regjinln the vjuiatioiis in the matter of iUilics, capitab, 
an«l 8o on, they pri»l>ably place the stress more precisely where Shelley 
meant it U* fall in etich iuHtance than would be the case if we ventured to 
print the onvcle exactly alike in all three places. This case seems to me, 
without being of any intriurtic imiH)rtance, to afford a good example uf 
Shelley's un -minute way of work ; and I think any textual critic who will 
Uike the trouble to t.x>nipare the three versions, letter by letter, and 
l>oint by jMiint. will reiulily i>erceive as he goes on how little safety there 
can jioHHibly l>e in '* hjuiuonizing " or '* .-^ystematiziug " the text of Shelley '« 
IMXUW. — H. H. F.] 
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[Mre. Shelley cUiMes Epipfjfchidion among the poems written in 1821 : 
ill a letter to Leigh Hunt <lated the 29th of December, 1820, and of which 
H ix>rtiun ia publiahecl in Hunt'a Correspondence (Vol I, p. 160), ahe aeema 
to refer to it aa beuig alrewly iKTitten ; but only aeema, for the context of 
the letter, which ia extant, shews that there ia no reference to Shelley or 
Epiptychtdion in the imaaage wherein thoae names were inserted bj Thornton 
Hunt. Whatever be the date of completion, the poem waa sent to Mr. Oilier, 
to be publitfhe<l, in a letter dated the 16th of February, 1821, printed in the 
ShfUey Memorials (]>p. 152-3), in which Shelley aays, *'The longer poem, I 
dctdre, shoidd not be oonaidered aa my own ; indeed, in a certain a^iae, it is 
the imxluctiitn of a i>ortion of me alrrady dead ; and in thia sense the adyert- 
iaement \a no fiction. It is to be published simply for the esoteric few; 
and I make its author a secret, to avoid the malignity of tlioee who turn 
sweet food into iK>ison; transforming all they touch into the oomiption of 
their own natures. My ^*ish with respect to it is that it should be printed 
immediately in the simplest form, and merely one hundred copies : those who 
are cajNihle of judging and feeling rightly ^ith respect to a composition of so 
ubstruHc a nature, certainly do not arrive at that number — among those, at 
least, who would ever be exciteil to reatl an obscure and anonymous produc- 
tion ; and it would ^ve me no pleasure that the vulgar should read it. If you 
have any InHikselling reiwon agjiinst publishing so small a number as 
a bundreil, merely distribute copies among those to whom you think the 
|K»t'try Would atlord any pleasure." It wjvs priiitetl as an octavo pamphlet, 
sewtnl. without wrapper. eonsLxting of fly-title Epipsychid'wn — Pnce^ 2<.. 
title -jMige (as Mp|M)sit<'), 1 i»Hge of preface c;ille<l "Advertisement" with 
standi from Dante at back, and text f»p. 7 to 31. There is an imprint at 
the ]»ack of the fly-title, i\a follows : — " Lion<lon. Prin'eil by S. & R Bentlfy 
Dorset -Street, Salisburj-Siiuare." The name of the lady, omitted from the 
title-page, was Viviuni,— the convent that of St. Anne, Pisa. I have not 
beeu able to ascertjiin that there is iu existence any finished MS. of 
Epiptychulion. —H. B. F.] 
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VERSES ADDEESSED TO THE NOBLE 



AND UNFORTUNATE LADY 



EMILIA V 



NOW IMPRISONED IN THE CONVENT OF 



L'anima amante ai elancia fuori del creaio, e si crea nel 
infinito un Mondo tutto per eesa, diverao aasai da queoto 
oecuroe pauroso baratro. Her own words. 
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My Song, I fear that thou wilt find but ft*w 
Wlin fitly :»hiill conceive thy n^aMinin*;, 
Of such hanl luutter do«t thou entertain ; 
Wience, if by misadventuit', duince nhouM briu); 
Thw to l»ase conqMiny, (as chance may do) 
Quite unaware of what thou dost contain, 
I i»ritljtt', conifuil thy swi-t-l ><*lf a^ain, 
My hust delight I till thvui that they are dull, 
And bid theiu own that thou art beautiful. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

[by shellet.] 

The Writer of the following Lines died at Florence, as 
he was preparing for a voyage to one of the wildest of the 
Sporades, which he had bought, and where he had fitted 
up the ruins of an old building, and where it was his hope 
to have realised a scheme of life, suited perhaps to that 
happier and better world of which he is now an inhabit- 
ant, but hardly practicable in this. His life was singu- 
lar; less on account of the romantic vicissitudes which 
diversified it, than the ideal tinge which it received 
from his own character and feelings. The present Poem, 
like the Vita Nuova of Dante, is suflSciently intelligible 
to a certain class of readers without a matter-of-fact 
history of the circumstances to which it relates ; and 
to a certain other class it must ever remain incom- 
prehensible, from a defect of a common organ of perception 
for the ideas of which it treats. Not but that, gran 
verf/ogna mrebbe a colui, che rimasse cosa sotto veste di fig^ira, 
di colore rettorico: e domaiuiato non sapesse denudarc !r 
me parole da cotal veste , in giiisa che avessero verace intend i- 
mento. ^ 

Tlie present poem appears to have been intended by tlie 
Writer as the dedication to some longer one. The stanza 
on the opposite* page is almost a literal translation from 



* Mr. Rossetti translatefl this quo- 
tation from Dante thus : "Great were 
his fthame who should rhyme any- 
thing under a garb of metaphor or 
rhetorical colour, and then, being 
asked, Khould be incai)able of stripping 
his words of this garb bo that they 
might have a veritable meaning." 
No doubt Shelley couUl have expound- 



ed the meaning of every line in this 
most wondrous poem, the main charge 
against wliich is that there are Btune 
few personal allusions that it is iin- 
iK)8sibIe to expound with certiiiuty in 
bis aljsence. 

* From the word oppotiU lieing em- 
ployed here in Shelley'8 edition, it may 
be fairly assumed that, although the 
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ADVERTISEMEyr. 



Dante's famous Canzone 

The presumptuous application of the concluding lines to 
his own composition will raise a smile at tlie expense of 
my unfortunate friend : l)e it a smile not of contempt, but 
pity.i 

S. 



stanza was printed on the back of the 
" advertiaemeiit," he meant it to be 
on the liack of the title-page ; and I 
acconiinglv give it there, — m indeed, 
Mre. Shelley, in her firwt edition of 
1839, gave it at tlie l>ack uf a fly-title, 
and facing the "lulvertiacment." In her 
necond edition of 1 839 it precedetl the 
" adverti**enieut," on the wune l»age ; 
and the wording wa« curiouHly changed 
to on the abot^ page, Mr. Kometti 
ab»o prints the stanza above the ** ad- 
vertisement," on the same page, but 
makes a still more curious variation 
of Shelley's text by reading on the pre' 
ceding page, inst^'ad of on the opponte 
fHige. 



* Writing to Mr. John Gisbonie 
from Pisa on the 22nd of October, 
1821, SheUey said {Etm^s, dx., VoL 
II., p. 833-4), ""The Epipeydbidioii 
is a mysterr ; as to real flesh and 
blood, you know I do not deal in 
those articles ; you might as well go 
to a gin- shop for a leg of mutton, as 
ex})ect anything human or earthly 
from me. I desired OUier not to 
circulate this piece except to the 
avptrol^ and even they, it seems, are 
inclined to approximate me to the 
circle of a servant girl and her sweet- 
heart. But I int^d to write a sym- 
posium- of my own to set all thi« 
right." 
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Sweet Spirit ! Sister of that orphan one, 
Whose empire is the name thou weepest on,^ 
In my heart's temple I suspend to thee 
These votive wreaths of withered memory. 



Poor captive bird ! who, from thy narrow cage, 
Pourest such music, that it might assuage 
The rugged hearts of those who prisoned thee, 
Were they not deaf to all sweet melody ; 
This song shall be thy rose: its petals pale 
Are dead, indeed, my adored Nightingale ! 
But soft and fragrant is the faded blossom. 
And it has no thorn left to wound thy bosom. 



10 



^ The meaning of this title has been 
much discuflsed. Without pretend- 
ing to any classical authority, I may 
note that I cannot diecem any signifi- 
cation beyond the simple one, "a 
little poem about the soul." 

' There ought to be no need of 
explanation here ; but Mr. Rossetti 
says 'Hhe couplet has often been cited 
as unintelligible," — owing, proba- 
bly, to that fruitful source of mystifi- 
cation and corruption, the foot-note 
wherein Professor Craik {EnglUh Lite- 
rature and Langwyjty Vol. II., pp. 
498—500) lays down, among other 
absurdities, that " it is difficult not to 
suspect something wrong" in this 
** strange commencement," as he calls 
it. There can be no reasonable doubt 
that Mr. Gamett's explanation {Relict 
of ShdUy, p. 97) is right : " The 



orphan one, Emilia's spiritual Blaster, 
is Mary Shelley, wh<»e mother dieil, 
in giving her birth ; the name is 
Shelley's own." When Mr. RosHetti's 
edition was reviewed in The Timot, 
occasion was given to Mr. Gamett to 
address to the editor of that Jourual 
a disclaimer as to a motive which the 
review^er ascribed to this verj' Hi in pie 
explanation. Mr. Gamett's letter t^vt - 
ties the question, if it was not Bet tied 
before : he says — "I proposed, or rather 
stated, my interpretation simply be- 
cause I knew it to be right. Its cor- 
rectness is shown by the circumst-ance 
that Emilia Viviani and Mrs. Shelley 
were accustomed to address each other 
as * sisters.* Many letters from the 
former to the latter are presers'e<l, in 
all of which Mrs. Shelley is addressed 
as ' Cara S<irella.' " 
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High, spirit-wingM Heart! who dost for ever 
Boat thine uufeeling bars with vain endeavour, 
Till^ those bright plumes of thought, in which arrayed 
It over-soared this low and worldly shade, w 

Ije shattered; and thy panting, wounded breast 
Stains witli dear blood its unmatemal nest! 
I weep vain tears : blood would less bitter be, 
Yet poured forth gladlier, could it profit thee. » 

Seraph of Heaven ! too gentle to be human. 
Veiling l)oneatli that radiant form of Woman 
All that is insup{)ortable in thee 
Of light, and love, and immortality! 
Sweet Benediction in the eternal Curse ! s 

Veiled Gloiy of this lampless Universe ! 
Thou Moon beyond the clouds ! Thou living Form 
Among the Dead! Thou Star above the Storm! 
Thou Wonder, and thou Beauty, and thou Terror! 
Thou Hannonv of Nature's art ! Thou Mirror » 

In whom, as in tlie splendour of the Sun, 
All shapes look glorious which thou gazest on ! 
Aye,- even the dhn wonls which oliscure thee now 
Flash, lij^htiiing-like, witli unaccustomed glow ; 
I pray thee that thou blot from this sad song ^ 

All of its much mortality and wrong. 
With those clear drops, which start like sacred dew 
From the twin lij^hts thy sweet soul darkens througli. 
Wee])ing, till sorrow becomes ecstasy : 
Then smile on it, so that it may not die. *' 

I never thought before my death to see 
Youth's vision thus made perfect. Emily, 
I love thee; though the world by no tliin name 

Un Shelley'8 edition, • 7*1//. Imbitually spelt the word »!**»* 

' In Shelley's edition, Ay ; Imt he final e. 
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Will hide that love, from its unvalued shame. 

Would we two had "been twins of the same motlier ! 45 

Or, that the name my heart lent to another 

Could be a sister's bond for her and thee, 

Blending two beams of one eternity! 

Yet were one lawful and the other true. 

These names, though dear, could paint not, as is due, 

How beyond refuge I am thine. Ah me ! 51 

I am not thine: I am a part of thee. 

Sweet Lamp ! my moth-like Muse has burnt its winj^'s ; 
Or, like a dying swan who soars and sings. 
Young Love should teach Time, in his own grey style, 
All that thou art. Art thou not void of guile, m 

A lovely soul formed to be blest and bless ? 
A well of sealed and secret happiness, 
Whose waters like blithe light and music are, 
Vanquishing dissonance and gloom ? A Star m 

Which moves not in the moving Heavens, alone ? 
A smile amid dark frowns ? a gentle tone 
Amid rude voices ? a beloved light ? 
A Solitude, a Refuge, a Delight? 

A Lute, which those whom love has taught to play tm 
Make music on, to soothe the roughest day 
And lull fond grief asleep ? a buried treasure ? 
A cradle of young thoughts of wingless pleasure ? 
A violet-shrouded grave of Woe ? — I measure 
The world of fancies, seeking one like thee, 70 

And find — alas ! mine own infirmity. 

She met me. Stranger, upon life's rough way. 

And lured me towards sweet Death; as Night by Day, 

Winter by Spring, or Soitow by swift Hope, 

Led into light, life, peace. An antelope, 75 

In the suspended impulse of its lightness, 
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Were less setherially^ light: the brightness 
Of her divinest presence trembles through 
Her limbs, as underneath a cloud of dew 
. Embodied in the windless Heaven of June n 

Amid the splendour-winged stars, the Moon 
Burns, inextinguishably beautiful : 
And from her Ups, as from a hyacinth full 
Of honey-dew, a liquid murmur drops. 
Killing the sense with passion; sweet as stops v 

Of planetary music heard in trance. 
In her mild liglits the starry spirits dance. 
The sim-beams of those wells which ever leap 
Under the lightnings of the soul — ^too deep 
For the brief fathom-line of thought or sense. 
Tlie glory of her being, issuing thence, 
Stains the dead, blank, cold air with a warm shail»' 
Of unentangled inteniiLxture, made 
By Love, of light and motion : one intense 
Diffusion, one serene Omnipresence, 
^^^lose flowing outlines mingle in their flowing 
Around her cheeks and utmost finders irlowin*^ 
With the unintermitted blood, which there 
Quivers, (as in a fleece of snow-like air 
The crimson pulse of living morning quiver,)- i- 

Continuously prolonged, and ending never, 
Till they are lost, and in that Beauty furled 
Which penetrates and clasps and fills tlie world; 
Scarce visible from extreme loveliness. 

^ In Shelley's edition, cthcrcnlhj. after a word which is not g^'nerally f •.• 

^ So in Shelley's and all editions up lowed by that mocnl. Se« my x\<'ie 3 

to Mr. Rossetti's, wherein the line is when the moon. . , jnnusf, in 'Lo^n -ii-f 

changed to — Cyihua (Vol. I., p. 224). Xutwith- 

The crimson pulse of living Mom may stiiuding the "horrid vioUtion -i 

quiver, grammar,'* as Mr. I{«>ssetti <:^I< it. 

and it is suggested in a note that the the magic of Shelley's euphony s«rai< 

words morn may " might ea.sily l>e to me here, as in that caiW, to vai'L-h 

misread and mi.*«prin ted as " ;n^^r/*/»^. with his e<litor'8 rectification. My 

No doubt they might : yet I incline to brother, Alfred Forman, suggest* that 

the supposition that the line stands in Shelley WBe^ pulse here as a pluni. 

the first ecUtion iVft^WWo'^' Tv\c??a\\,\\.\.o v;\\.\i ?^ \vQ«it\c instinct that if that 

Htand, and that t\\\a \a awoWvex c^g-c \tv vsi&a wq\. NiJwi >^wt%J^.,'^ «2»x\j^^ be. 

whi(!h he iiRca t\\c ^^wV^wtw^IVw Ti\^><A 
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Warm fragrance seems to fall from her light dress, los 

And her loose hair; and where some heavy tress 

The air of her own speed has disentwined, 

The sweetness seems to satiate the faint wind; 

And in the soul a wild odour is felt. 

Beyond the sense, like fiery dews that melt no 

Into the bosom of a frozen bud. 

See where she stands ! a mortal shape indued 

With love and life and light and deity. 

And motion which may change but cannot die; 

An image of some bright Eternity; us 

A shadow of some golden dream; a Splendour 

Leaving the third sphere pilotless; a tender 

Reflection of ^ the eternal Moon of Love 

Under whose motions life's dull billows move ; 

A Metaphor of Spring and Youth and Morning; 120 

A Vision like incarnate April, waniing, 

With smiles and tears, Frost the Anatomy 

Into his summer grave. 

Ah, woe is me ! 
What have I dared ? where am I lifted ? how 
Shall I descend, and perish not ? I know 12:. 

That Love makes all things equal : I have heard 
By mine own heart this joyous truth averred : 
The spirit of the worm beneath the sod 
In love and worship, blends itself with God. 

Spouse ! Sister ! Angel ! Pilot of the Fate uo 

Whose course has been so starless ! too late 
BelovM ! O too soon adored, by me ! 
For in the fields of immortality 
My spirit should at first have worshipped thine, 
A divine presence in a place divine; 130 

^ In Mre. Shelley's editions we read reading of Shelley's edition, of^ which 
on for of. 3fr. Rossetti reverts to the is of course right. 
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Or should Imve moved l)eside it on this earth, 

A shallow of that sultstance, from its birth ; 

lUit not as now:-— I love thee; yes, I feel 

Tliat on the fountain of my heart a seal 

Is st*i, to keep its waters pure and bright 

For thee, since in those tears thou hast delight 

Wc — are we not foruieil, as not^ of music are,* 

For one another, though dissimilar; . 

Sueli ditt'erence without discord, as can make 

Tliose sweetest sounds, in which all spirits shake 

As treniblin^' leaves in a continuous air ? 



M 
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Thy wisdom speaks in me, and bids me dare 
IWacon the roc*ks on wliich high hearts are wreckt. 
1 never was attaclied to that great sect. 
Whose doctrine is, that each one shoidd select w 

Out of tlie crowd a mistress or a friend. 
And all tlie rest, though fair and wise, commend 
To cold oMivion, tliough it is in- tlie code 
Of motlern morals, and the beaten road 
Wliicli those poor slaves with weary footsteps tread, i^ 
Who travel to their home among the dead 
r»v the broad hii^liwav of the world, and so 
Witli one chained frien<l, perhaps a jealous foe, 
The (Irearii'st and the longest journey go. 



• This liiu* i^< sf> piintf^l in all e<li- 
tioTiH kn«»\vn to ine. Mr. UnsMetti s^ivrt 
"ItKi'diirt to 1110 aliimst u certiiintv 
that the o|H'ning * Wo * hi this hue 
oii^ht to Ik.' oaiKvlle<l." Tho irre- 
gularity Htrikos 1110, on the ouitniry, 
iw }H.H;uliarly lioautiful unci character- 
irttic. 

^ Tho word \n ix in ShoUcv's e<lition 
and in thoso (»f Mrs. Shollov and Mr. 
Hos«<'tti. Pn»feMsor (.'niik wante«l it 
cut out [Kn'jUmh Littmtnr*: and Lan- 
f/unye, Vt»l II., ]>. 41*0), and oitod in 
HUp|M>rt «»f his view tho fmginont at 
l>age 319 of the sociukI o<lition of ] ^3i>, 
>^' herein the line in printe*! with«mt 



the wonl »«, correctly as he says ; l»"^ 
it*» incorrect nesa was iiimlly deni<^o* 
8trat<jd wlien Mr. Gamett, having 
access tt) the same MS. book* fr^^ 
which Mrs. Shelley got the fragm^of' 
printed the line i^ith the word '• 
( Relics of SktlUy, p. 34). Mr. Ganiett 
givei* the words thouyh *tit in th€Cod(J 
hut whether the abbreviation oi*^^ 
his or Shelley's I have been unable t^' 
ascertain. It seems to me that P^ 
fessor Craik'a pn>ix)t}al had no claii» 
whatever to be entertained : the «1<j^ 
trine referred to b not thf codt <y 
modern moraUy but only a i>art i'^ 
it. an<l therefore in the codt. 
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True Love in this ditiers from gold and clay, loo 

That to divide is not to take away. 
Love is like understanding, that grows bright, 
Gazing on many truths ; *tis like thy light, 
Imagination! which from earth and sky, 
And from the depths of human phantasy, 105 

As from a thousand prisms and mirrors, fills 
The Universe with glorious beams, and kills 
Error, the worm, with many a sun-like arrow 
Of its reverberated lightning. Narrow 
Tlie heart that loves, the brain tliat contemplates, 170 
The life that wears, the spirit that creates 
One object, and one form, and builds thereby 
A sepulchre for its eternity. 

Mind from its object differs most in this: 
Evil from good; misery from happiness; 175 

The baser from the nobler; the impure 
And frail, from what is clear and must endure. 
If you divide suffering and dross, you may 
Diminish till it is consumed away; 
If you divide pleasure and love and thought, ijs> 

Each part exceeds the whole ; and we know not 
How much, while any yet remains unshared. 
Of pleasure may be gained, of sorrow spared : 
This truth is that deep well, whence sages draw 
The unenvied light of hope ; the eternal law iss 

By which those live, to whom this world of life 
Is as a garden ravaged, and whose strife 
Tills for the promise of a later birth 
The wilderness of this Elysian earth. 

There was a Being whom my spirit oft nu 

Met on its visioned wanderings, far aloft, 
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In the clear giilden prime of my youth's dawn, 

Ui>on the fain' islea of sunny lawn, 

Amid the enchanted mountains, and the caves 

Of divine sU*ep, and on the air-like waves ns 

Of wonder-level dream, whose tremulous floor 

TavtHl her light stej^s; — on an imagined shore, 

I'nder tlie gn»y beak of some promontory 

She met me, rolled in such exceeding glory, 

That I K'lield her not. In solitudes w 

Her voice came to me through the whispering woods, 

And from the fountains, and the odours deep 

Of flowers, which, like lips murmuring in their sleep 

Of tlie sweet kisses which had lulled them there, 

lh*t»athed Imt of hrr to the enamouretl air; su 

And fi*oni the hn^ezea whether low or loud. 

And Irom tlie rain of every passing cloud. 

And from the singing of the summer-birds. 

And fnun all sounds, all silence. In the wonls 

Of anli«nie verse and lii«^fli romance, — in fonn,^ ii'» 

Sninid, colour — in whatever checks that Stonn 

Which witli the sliattered i»re3ent chokes the past ; 

And in that best jihilosophy, whose taste 

Makes tills cold common hell, our life, a doom 

As 'dorious as a licrv martvnlom ; sii 

Ilcr S]arit was the harmony of truth. — 

Then, from the caverns of my dreamy youth 
I si)ran;4, as one sandalled with plumes of lire, 
An<l towards the loadstar of my one desire, 
I Hitted, like a dizzy moth, whose flight 2» 

Is as a dead leafs in the owlet light, 
AVlien it would seek in Ilesper s setting sphere 
A radiant death, a fiery sepulchre. 
As if it were a lamp of earthly flame. — 

^ This comma is wanting in Shelley's edition. 
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But She, wliom prayers or tears then could not tame, 

Past, like a God throned on a winged planet, 220 

Whose burning plumes to tenfold swiftness fan it, 

Into tlie dreary cone of our life's shade ; 

And as a man with mighty loss dismayed, 

I would have followed, though the grave between 230 

Yawned like a gulf whose spectres are unseen : 

Wlien a voice said: — "0 Thou of hearts the weakest, 

" The phantom is beside thee whom thou seekest." 

Then I — "where?" the world's echo answered "where!" 

And in that silence, and in my despair, 235 

I questioned every tongueless wind that flew 

Over my tower of mourning, if it knew 

Wliither 'twas fled, this soul out of my soul ; 

And murmured names and spells which have controul 

Over the sightless tyrants of our fate ; 240 

Lut neither prayer nor verse could dissipate 

The night which closed on her; nor imcreate 

That world within this Chaos, mine and me. 

Of which she was the veiled Divinity, 

The world I say of thoughts that worshipped lier: 245 

And therefore I went forth, with hope and fear 

And every gentle passion sick to death. 

Feeding my course with expectation's breath, 

Into tlie. wintry forest of our life ; 

And struggling througli its error with vain strife, 2:^ 

And stumbling in my weakness and my haste. 

And half bewildered by new forms, I past 

Seeking among those untaught foresters 

If I could find one form resembling hers. 

In wliich she miglit have masked herself from me. 255 

There, — One, whose voice was venomed melody 

Sate by a well, under blue night-shade bowers; 

The breath of her false moutli was like faint flowers, 

Her touch was as electric poison, — flame 
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Out of lu*r loukn into my vitals came, a 

And fn»in lier livinj^ choeks and Ixisom flew 

A killint; nir, which pierced like honey-dew 

Into the core of my green heart, and lay 

r|M»n its leaves ; until, as hair grown grey 

()*er a voung brow, they hid its unblown prime a 

^Vith ruins of unseasonable time. 

In many mc»rtal fomis I rashly sought 
The shallow of that idol of my thought 
And some were fair — but beauty dies away : 
Others were wise — but honeyed words betray: c 

And One was true — oh ! whv not true to me ? 
Then, as a hunteil deer that could not flee, 
I turneil upon my thoughts, and stood at bay, 
Wounde<l and weak and panting; the cold day 
Tnnnble<l, for pity of my strife and pain, srs 

AVhiMi, like a noon-day dawn, there shone again 
Drlivenuu'o. One sUkmI on my path who seemed 
As like the j^lorious sliajK^ wliieh I had dreameil, 
As is tlie Muim, whose changes ever nin 
Into themselves, to the eten)al Sun; ^•> 

'i'lie eoM chaste M(K)n, the Qutvu of Heaven's bright isle*^. 
AVho makes all beautiful on which she smiles,^ 
That waudciin*' shrine of soft vet icv flame 
AVliich ever is trjinstbrmed, yet still the same, 
And warms not but illumines. Young and fair ^ 

uVs the descended Sj)irit of that sphere, 
She hid uw, as the Moon may hide the night 
From its own darkness, until all was bright 
I Jet ween tlie Heaven and luirth of mv cidm mind, 
And, as a cloud charioted by the wind, *^' 

Slie led me to a cave in that wild place, 

' In Shelley *K i>4Uti<»n thix line emlK with a fuU-stoji. ilouhtleiw n mii^t^ut 
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And sate beside me, with her downward face 

Illumining my slumbers, like the Moon 

Waxing and waning o*er Endymion. 

And I was laid asleep, spirit and limb, 2U5 

And all my being became bright or dim 

As the Moon's image in a summer sea, 

According as she smiled or frowned on me ; 

And there I lay, within a chaste cold bed : 

Alas, I then was nor alive nor dead : — 

For at her silver voice came Death and Life, 

Unmindful each of their accustomed strife. 

Masked like twin babes, a sister and a brother, 

The wandering hopes of one abandoned mother, 

And through the cavern without wings they flew, 

And cried "Away, he is not of our crew." 

I wept, and though it be a dream, I weep. 

\\Tiat storms then shook the ocean of my sleep. 
Blotting that Moon, whose pale and waning lips 
Then shrank as in the sickn^s of eclipse; — 310 

And how my soul was as a lampless sea, 
And who was then its Tempest ; and when She, 
The Planet of that hour, was quenched, what frost 
Crept o'er those waters, till^ from coast to coast 
The moving billows of my being fell 315 

Into a death of ice, immovable^; — - 
And then — what earthquakes made it gape and split. 
The white Moon smiling all the while on it. 
These words conceal : — If not, each word would be 
The key of staunchless tears. Weep not for me ! 320 

At length, into the obscure Forest came 
The Vision I had souglit through grief and shame. 
Athwart that wintrv wilderness of thorns 

^ III Shelley '»« edition, *tm. ' In Shelley's edition, immoicaUc. 
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Flashed fruin her motion splendour like the Mom's, 

And from her presence life was radiated ss 

Through the grey earth and branches bare and dead ; 

So tluit her way was paved, and roofed above 

With flowers as soft as thoughts of budding love ; 

And music from her respiration spread 

like light, — all other sounds were penetrated ssd 

By the small, still, sweet spirit of that sound. 

So tliat the savage winds hung mut€ around; 

And wlours warm and fresh fell from her hair 

Dissolving the dull cold in the frore^ air: 

Soft as an Incarnation of the Sun, 33> 

When light is changed to love, this glorious One 

Floated into the cavern where I lav, 

And ciiUeil my Spirit, and the dreaming clay 

Was lifted by the thing that dreamed below 

As smoke by fire, and in her beauty's glow sw 

I stood, and felt the dawn of my long night 

Was iK'iietrating me with living light: 

I knew it was the Vision veiled fi-om me 

So maiiv vears — tliat it was Eniilv. 

Twin- Splieres of light who rule tliis pjissive Earth, 
This world of love, tliis me; and into birth «•; 

Awaken all its fruits and llowei'S, and dart 
Magnetic might into its central lieart ; 
And lift its billows and its mists, and guide 
I^y everlasting laws, each wind and tide ^w 

To its fit cloud, and its aj)pointed cave ; 
And lull its storms, each in the craggy grave 
Wliich was its cradle, luring to faint bowers 
The armies of the rain-bow- winged showers ; 354 



* In Shelley *8 and Mr«. Shelley's * So in Shelley's e<lition ; but tkia 

tnlitionH we rewl frozt ; hut thiai is in Mn*. ShelleyV. 
an obviouM printer'H blunder. 
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And, as those married lights, wliich from the towers 

Of Heaven look forth and fold the wandering globe 

In liquid sleep and splendour, as a robe; 

And all their many-mingled influence blend. 

If equal, yet unlike, to one sweet end; — 

So ye, bright regents, with alternate sway am 

Govern my sphere of being, night and day ! 

Thou, not disdaining even a borrowed might; 

Tliou, not eclipsing a remoter light; 

And, through the shadow of the seasons three. 

From Spring to Autumn's sere maturity, .ms 

Light it into the Winter of the tomb, 

^\Tiere it may ripen to a brighter bloom. 

Thou too, Comet beautiful and fierce. 

Who drew the heart of this frail Universe 

Towards thine own; till, wreckt in that convulsion, 370 

Alternating attraction and repulsion, 

Tliine went astray and that was rent in twain; 

Oh, float into our azure heaven again! 

Be there love's folding-star at thy return ; 

Tlie living Sim will feed thee from its urn 87:> 

Of golden fire ; the Moon will veil her horn 

In thy last smiles; adoring Even and Mom 

Will worship thee with incense of calm breath 

And lights and shadows; as the star of Death 

And Birth is worshipped by those sisters wild sso 

Called Hope and Fear — upon the heart are piled 

Their offerings, — of this sacrifice divine 

A World shall be the altar. 

Lady mine. 
Scorn not these flowers of thought, the fading birtli 
Which from its heart of hearts that plant puts fortli 
Whose fruit, made perfect by thy sunny eyes, ssc 

Will be as of the trees of Paradise. 
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The day is come, and thou wilt fly with me. 
To whatsoe'er of dull mortality 

Is mine, remain a vestal sister still; » 

To the intense, the deep, the imperishable. 
Not mine but me, henceforth be thou united 
Kven as a bride, delighting and delighted. 
The hour is come :---the destined Star has risen 
Which shall descend upon a vacant prison. m 

The walls are high, the gates are strong, thick set 
The seutinel3---but true love never yet 
Was thus constrained: it overleaps all fence : 
like lightning, with invisible violence 
Piercing its continents ; like Heaven's free breath, m 
Which he who grasps can hold not ; liker Death, 
Who rides upon a thought, and makes his way 
Through temple, tower, and palace, and the array 
Of arms: more strength has Love than he or they; 
For it^ can burst his chamel, and make free *>5 

Thr limbs in chains, the heart in agony, 
Tlie suul in dust and chaos. 

Eniilv, 
A sliip is floating in the harbour now, 
A wind is hovering o'er the mountain's brow ; 
ThoTii is a j)ath on the sea's azure floor, 4i« 

Xo keel has ever ploughed that path before; 
The hcilcvons brood around the foamless isles; 
The treacherous Ocean litis foraworn its wiles; 
The merry mariners arc bold and free : 
Say, my heart's sister, wilt thou sail with me ? ^^ 

Our bark is as an albatross, whose nest 



* In Shelley's edition, it : in Mn*. calleil 1/ at the opening of the pMsa^ 

Shelley's, fie. Mr. U<.>8»etti follows (line 398) ; and the sense intended 

tliin latter reading, and makes a further ^eenis to me to be that Love can 

change by printing his in Italics. I burst Death's chamel, not its uwn 

think it is clearly right ; for Ix>ve is chamel as Mr. Kossetti renders it 
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Is a far Eden of the purple East; 

And we between her wings will sit, while Night 

And Day, and Storm, and Calm, pursue their flight, 

Our ministers, along the boundless Sea, 420 

Treading each other's heels, unheededly. 

It is an isle under Ionian skies. 

Beautiful as a wreck of Paradise, 

And, for the harbours are not safe and good. 

This land would have remained a solitude 425 

But for some pastoral people native there, 

^Vho from the Elysian, clear, and golden air 

Draw the last spirit of the age of gold. 

Simple and spirited; innocent and bold. 

The blue -^ean girds ^ this chosen home, 430 

With ever-changing sound and light and foam, 

Kissing the sifted sands, and caverns hoar; 

And aU the winds wandering along the shore 

Undulate with the undulating tide: 

There are thick woods where sylvan forms abide ; 435 

And many a fountain, rivulet, and pond, 

As clear as elemental diamond. 

Or serene morning air; and far beyond. 

The mossy tracks made by the goats and deer 

(Which the rough shepherd treads but once a year,) 440 

Pierce into glades, caverns, and bowers, and halls 

Built round witli ivy, which the waterfalls 

Illumining, with sound that never fails 

Accompany the noon-day nightingales ; 

And all the place is peopled with sweet airs ; 440 

The light clear element which the isle wears 

Is heavy with the scent of lemon-flowers. 

Which floats like mist laden with unseen showers. 



^ In Mrs. Shelley*B first edition of ffirdt was restored in the second edi- 
1 839, ffirU was printed for ffirda ; but tion of the same year. 
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Anil fulls upr>n the eye-lids like faint sleep; 

And from the moss violets and jonquils peep, 430 

And dart their arrowy odour through the brain 

Till you mi«i;ht faint with that delicious pain. 

And every motion, odour, beam, and tone. 

With that deep music is in unison : 

\Miich is a soul within the soul ---they seem 455 

Like echoes of an antenatal dream. — 

It is an isle *twixt Heaven, Air, Earth, and Sea, 

Cradled, and hung in clear tranquillity; 

Bright as that wandering Eden Lucifer, 

Washed by the soft blue Oceans of young air. m 

It is a favoured place. Famine or Blight, 

Pestilence, War and Earthquake, never light 

Upon its mountain-peaks ; blind vultures, they 

Sail onward far upon their fatal way: 

The winged storms, chaunting their thunder-psalm 4«s 

To other lands, leave azure chasms of c^lm 

Over this isle, or weep tlieniselves in dew, 

From wliifh its fields and woods ever renew 

Tlu'ir ^wn and golden immortality. 

And from tlie sea there rise, and from the skv 470 

There fall, clear exhalations, soft and bright, 

Veil after veil, eacli hiding some delight, 

Wliich Sun or Moon or zeph^T draw aside, 

Till the isle's beautv, like a naked bride 

Glowing at once with love and loveliness, 4:5 

Blushes and trembles at its own excess : 

Yet, like a buried lamp, a Soul no less 

Burns in the lieart of tliis delicious isle, 

An atom of tli' Eternal, whose own smile 

ITnfolds itself, and may be felt,^ not seen 480 

O'er the grey rocks, blue waves, and forests green, 

Filling their bare and void interstices. — 

^ This comma if* wanting in Shelley's edition. 
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But the chief marvel of the wilderness 

Is a lone dwelling, built by whom or how 

None of the rustic island-people know : 48.'> 

'Tis not a tower of strength, though with its height 

It overtops the woods ; but, for delight, 

Some wise and tender Ocean-King, ere crime 

Had been invented, in the world's young prime. 

Reared it, a wonder of that simple time, 4r»o 

An envy of the isles, a pleasure-house 

Made sacred to his sister and his spouse. 

It scarce seems now a wreck of human art, 

But, as it were Titanic; in the heart 

Of Earth having assumed its form, then grown vx. 

Out of the mountains, from the living stone. 

Lifting itself in caverns light and high : 

For aU the antique and learned imagery 

Has been erased, and in the place of it 

The ivy and the wild-vine interknit 500 

The volimies of their many twining^ stems ; 

Parasite flowers illume with dewy gems 

The lampless halls, and when they fade, the sky 

Peeps through their winter- woof ^ of tracery 

With Moon-light patches, or star atoms keen, w:. 

Or fragments of the day's intense serene ; — 

Working mosaic on their Parian floors. 

And, day and night, aloof, from the high towers 

And terraces, the Earth and Ocean seem 

To sleep in one another's arms, and dream :.io 



* These are two word* in Shelley's * Mr. Roesctti " cannot ht'l]> sus- 

edition ; but in Mrs. Shelley's first pecting that Shelley ^Tote ' Intrr- 

erlition of 1839 weread maii^y-firtni/i//, woof.'" I am «itiHtie<i that triuUr- 

88 also in Mr. Rossctti's. It is a likely woof is right, — havinj? reference to 

enough compound won! for Shelley to the distinction between the trarrry of 

use ; but the original reading is so per- bare stems seen against the r*k y in 

fectly safe and sound, that there can winter and the massing of the foliage 

be but little excuse for, or safety in, in flower-time, 
emendation. 
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of waves, flowers, cLmda, woods, rocks, and all that we 
licad iu their suiiles, and call reality. 

This isle and house are mine, and I have voweil 
Thee to l»e ladv of the solitude. — - 
And I have titte<l up some chamljers tliere :.io 

bK>kin«: towanls the gohlen Eastern air. 
And level with the living winds, which flow 
IJke waves alxive the living waves below. — 
I have sent books and music there, and all 
Those instruments with wliich high spirits call 5» 

The futun* fn»ni its cradle, and the past 
Out of its grave, and make the present last 
In tliou«:lits and joys which sleep, but cannot die. 
Folded witliin tlieir own etemitv. 

Our simple life wants little, and true taste *» 

Hires not the j>ale drudge Luxury, to waste 
Tin' scene it wouhl adorn, and therefore still, 
Xatun* witli ull lier cliildren, haunts tlie liill. 
Tli(^ iiii«'-(lov(\ iu tlie embowerinj* ivv, yet 
Keeps 11] > lirr love-lameut, and the owls flit s,^* 

llniind ili(* eveniii<^ tower, and tlie young stars glance 
Ik'twecn the ciuiek l)ats in their twilight dance ; 
The spotted deer bask in the fresh moon-light 
rxlori^ our gate, and the slow, silent night 
Is measured by the pants of their calm sleep. =^- 

l>e this our home in life, and when years heap 
Their withered lioui*s, like leaves, on our decay, 
Let us become the over-hanmn*' day, 
The living soul of this Elysian isle, 
Conscious, inseparable, one. Meanwhile ^ 

We two will rise, and sit, and walk together, 
Under the roof of blue Ionian weather, 
And wander in the meadows, or ascend 
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Tlie mossy mountains, wheiHJ the blue heavens bend 

With lightest ' winds, to touch their paramour; ms 

Or linger, where the pebble-paven shore, 

Under the quick, faint kisses of the sea 

Trembles and sparkles as with ecstasy,^ --- 

Possessing and possest by all that is 

Within that calm circumference of bliss, 550 

And by each other, till to love and live 

Be one: --- or, at the noontide hour, arrive 

Where some old cavern hoar seems yet to keej) 

The moonlight of the expired night asleep, 

Tlirough which the awakened day can never peep; 555 

A veil for our seclusion, close as Night's, 

^Vhere secure sleep may kill thine innocent lights ; 

Sleep, the fresh dew of languid love, the rain 

Whose drops quench kisses till they bum again. 

And we will talk, until thought's melody 500 

Become too sweet for utterance, and it die 

In words, to live again in looks, which dart 

With thrilling tone into the voiceless heart, 

Harmonizing silence without a sound. 

Our breath shall intemnx, our bosoms bound, bos 

And our veins beat together; and our lips 

With other eloquence than words, eclipse 

The soul that bums between them, and the wells 

Which boil under our being's inmost cells. 

The fountains of our deepest life, shall be wo 

Confused in passion's golden purity. 

As mountain-springs under the morning Sun. 

We shall become the same, we shall be one 

Spirit within two frames, oh ! wherefore two ? 

One passion in twin-hearts, which grows and grew, 575 

In Shelley's edition, ecHaqf, though the word is correctly spelt in line 39, p. 370. 

CC 2 
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Till^ like two meteors of expanding flame. 

Those spheres instinct with it become the same. 

Touch, mingle, are transfigured; ever still 

Burning, yet ever inconsumable: 

In one ailother's substance finding food, s» 

Like flames too pure and light and unimbued 

To nourish their bright lives with baser prey, 

WTiich point to Heaven and cannot pass away : 

One hope within two wills, one will beneath 

Two overshadowing minds, one life, one death, sss 

One Heaven, one Hell, one immortality. 

And one annihilation. Woe is me! 

The \iingW words on which my soul would pierce 

Into the height of love's rare Universe, 

Are chains of lead around its flight of fire. — 500 

I pant, I sink, I tremble, I expire ! 



Weak Verses, go, kneel at your Sovereign's feet, 
And say : — " We are the masters of thy slave ; 
" What wouldest tliou with us and ours and thine ?" 
Tlien call vour sisters from Oblivion's cave, sw 

All singing loud : " Love's very pain is sweet, 
" But its reward is in tlie world divine 
"Wliich, if not here, it builds beyond the grave." 
So shall ye live when I am there. Then haste 
Over the hearts of men, until ve meet r^w 

Marina, Vanna, Primus,^ and the rest, 
And bid them love eacli other and be blest: 
And leave tlie troop wliich eiTS, and wliich reproves. 
And come and be my guest, --- for I am Love's. 



* In Shelley's edition, 'TiU. Williams, to whom Shelley had been 

• Marina is a pet-name of Mrs. intrwluced shortly before sending off 
Shelley's : Vaima Is the diminutive of £])ipsychidtoji to Mr. Oilier. I have 
(jJiovanna (Joan or Jane), and might, seen no explanation oflTercnl as to 
5irt Mr. K«»j««etti hint**, refer to Sin*. Primus, and know of none. 
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STUDIES FOR EPIPSYCHIDION, AND CANCELLED 

PASSAGES.^ 



Here, my dear friend, is a new book for you; 

I have abeady dedicated two 

To other friends, one female and one male, — 

What you are, is a thing that I must veil ; 

What can this be to those who praise or rail ? 

I never was attached to that great sect 

Whose doctrine is that each one should select 

Out of the world a mistress or a friend, 

And all the rest, though fair and wise, commend 

To cold oblivion — though 'tis in the code 

Of modem morals, and the beaten road 

Wliich those poor slaves with weary footsteps tread 

Who travel to their home among the dead 

By the broad highway of the world — and so 

With one sad friend, and many a jealous foe, 

The dreariest and the longest journey go. 



10 



15 



Free love has tliis, different from gold and clay, 
That to divide is not to take away. 
Like ocean, which the general north wind breaks 



' Under the general title of " Frag- 
ments," Mrs. Shelley added, in her 
second edition of 1839, several exqui- 
site *' gleanings from Shelley's manu- 
script books and papers," the first of 

which, headed " To ," consisted of 

lines 1 to 37 and 62 to 91 of the ensu- 
ing group of Studies, &c. The rest 
were disentangled h-om the same 
sources by Mr. Oamctt ; and he print- 
ed the whole of them in his Belies of 
ShtUtiff — lines 1 to 141 under the very 
appropriate title To 11 U Oenius, (pp. 



34 to 39), dated 1820, and lines 142 
to 174 as four cancelled passages of 
Epipfychidion, all dated 1821, and 
being Nos. XXXII to XXXV of the 
" Miscellaneous Fragments " (pp. 8t) and 
87). It seems convenient to imiiibiT 
the whole consecutively in this e<li- 
tion,as an addendum to Epipaychidion. 
The portions dated 1820 (lines 1 to 1 41 ) 
are obviously approaches to that most 
glorious poem, — metre and method 
being alike identical in these imd that, 
and indeed whole l>as8age» being ul.s(» 
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Into ten thousand waves, and each one makes 
A mirror of the moon — like some great glass. 
Which did distort whatever form might pass. 
Dashed into fragments by a phiyful child, 
WHiich then reflects its eves and forehead nuld: 
Giving for one, which it could ne'er express, 
A thousand images of loveliness. 



If I were one whom the loud world held wise, 
I should disdain to quote authorities 
In commendation ^ of this kind of love : — 
TNliy there is first the Grod in heaven above. 
Who wrote a book called Nature, 'tis to be 
Ee vie wed, I hear, in the next Quarterly; 
And Socrates, the Jesus Clirist of Greece, 
^Viid Jesus Christ himself did never cease 
To urge all living things to love each other, 
^Vnd to foi-givc their mutual faults, and siuotlier 
The Devil of disunion in their souls. 



i) 



1 love A'ou I — Listen, embodied Kav 
Of the great Briglitness ; I must pass away 
Wliile you remain, and tliese light woixls must W 
Tokens bv which vou mav remember me. 
Start not — the tliinj:' vou are is unbetraved. 
If you are human, and if but the shade 



identical ; but there is a tone of gentle 
HJircasm which, ap{)eariug in the.se 
ai)prt>ac.he8, ha<l wholly worked otf in 
theprugrerirtof the poeta mind towards 
the fervent and modt earnest raptures 
of the ultimate iKK-m. The fnigment 
Fiordi^piua, douhtlej»8. may al.-*o >xj 
reganle<l an a "preliminary though 
unc«)nfk-i«>ii;. '* Htudy for f-Jpijuti/r/ihlinn, 
an Mr. (Jarnett mnn. at i». '-"J of lii/irs 



of S?ulhi/ : but that fragment. mv\ 
Ginevra, which aL3f» has Borne refereuiv 
to Kniilia Viviani. are ditfereui in 
method from tbei«4*, and would not 
follow W1 ftppn»priately here »* in 
their place in the general lU^trihuti-.-u 
of (K>i4t humour poein^. 

* So in Htlicf of Shdhft : hut iu 
Mrs. Shelley V i^lition we read /« f^i 
su}qntrt of 9i.c. 



AND CANCELLED PASSAGES. oDl 

Of some sublimer spirit. 

« « « « « 

And as to friend or mistress, 'tis a form; 45 

Perhaps I wish you were one. Some declare 

You a familiar spirit, as you are; 

Others with a more inhuman 

Hint that, though not my wife, you are a woman, 

What is the colour of your eyes and hair ? ..0 

Why, if you were a lady, it were fair 

The world should know — but, as I am afraid, 

The Quarterly would bait you if betrayed; 

And if, as it will be sport to see them stumble 

Over all sorts of scandals, hear them mumble r.5 

Their litany of curses — some guess riglit, 

And others swear you're a Hermaphrodite ; 

Like that sweet marble monster of both sexes. 

With looks so sweet and gentle that it vexes 

The very soul that the soul is gone «o 

Wliieh lifted from her limbs the veil of stone. 

* * # * # 

It is a sweet thing, friendship, a dear balm, 
A happy and auspicious bird of calm. 
Which rides o'er life's ever tumultuous Ocean; 
A God that broods o'er chaos in commotion ; (v, 

A flower which fresh as Lapland roses are. 
Lifts its bold head into the world's frore^ air. 
And blooms most radiantly when others die, 
Health, hope, and youth, and brief prosperity ; 
And with tlie light and xxiour of its bloom, 70 

Shining witliin tlie dungeon and tlie tomb ; 
Whose coming is as liglit and music are 



' In Rdicg of ShclUy, the \\oTi\ Uk'tc frort in al»iM>lutoly certain ; an«l he 
iM )tui't. Mr. K«w«etti'H emendation ntjitet* tliat Mr. (Jtimett concui*H in it. 
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'Mid disMmince ami gloom — a star 

Wliich moves not 'mid the moving heavens alone- 

A smile among dark frowns — a gentle tone 

Among rude voices, a beloved light, 

A solitude, a refuge, a delight 

If I luid but a friend! Whv, I have three 

Evtrn by my own confession; there may be 

Soiue m«ire, fur what I know, for 'tis my mind 



73 



SO 



To call mv friends all who are wise and kind, — 

And these. Heaven knows, at best are very few ; 

But none can ever be more dear than you. 

Wliy should they be ? My muse has lost her wings, 

Or like a dying swan who soars and sings, 85 

I should describe you in heroic style. 

Rut as it is, are you' not void of guile ? 

A lovely soul, formed to be blest and bless : 

A well of sealed and secret happiness ; 

A lute whicli those whom Love has taught to play '.*> 

Maki* inu.^^io on to clieer the roughest day, 

Ami undiant Siidness till it sleeps ? 



To I lit* obliviun wliitlier I and thou. 

All InviiiLj and all lovelv, hasten now 

With steps, ah, t<M3 unetpial I may we meet ^^ 

In one Elvsiuni or one windinj:^ sheet ! 

If any should be curious to discover 
Wlifther to you I am a friend or lover, 
Ix't tlicni read Sliakspeare's sonnets, taking thence 
A whetstone for their dull intelligence i*> 

That tears and will not cut, or let them guess 
How Diutinia, the wise prophetess, 
Instructed the instructor, and whv he 



AND CANCELLED PASSAGES. 393 

Eebuked the infant spirit of melody 

On Agathon's sweet lips, which as he spoke los 

Was as the lovely star when mom has broke 

The roof of darkness, in the golden dawn. 

Half-hidden, and yet beautiful. 

1*11 pawn 
My hopes of Heaven — ^you know what they are wortli — 
That the presumptuous pedagogues of Earth, no 

If they could tell the riddle ofifered here 
Would scorn to be, or being to appear 
Wliat now they seem and are — ^but let them chide, 
They have few pleasures in the world beside ; 
Perhaps we should be dull were we not chidden, 115 
Paradise fruits are sweetest when forbidden. 
Folly can season Wisdom, Hatred Love. 



Farewell, if it can be to say farewell 
To those who — 



I will not, as most dedicators do, 120 

Assure myself and aU the world and you, 
That you are faultless — ^would to God they were 
Who taunt me with your love ! I then should wear 
These heavy chains of life with a light spirit, 
And would to God I were, or even as near it 125 

As you, dear heart. Alas ! what are we ? Clouds 
Driven by the wind in warring multitudes, 
Which rain into the bosom of the earth, 
And rise again, and in our death and birth. 
And through our restless life, take as from heaven lao 
Hues which are not our own, but wliich are given. 
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Ami then withdrawn, and with inconstant glance 

Flash from the spirit to the countenance. 

There is a Power, a Love, a Joy, a God 

Which makes in mortal hearts its brief abode, us 

A rythian exlialation, which inspires 

Ix)ve, only love — a wind wliich o'er the wires 

Of the soul's giant harp — 

There is a mood wliich language faints beneath; 

You feel it striding, as Almighty Death w 

His blooilless steed. 



And what is that most brief and bright delight 
Which rushes through the touch and through the sight, 
And stands before the spirit's inmost throne, 
A naked Seraph ? None hath ever known. 145 

Its ])irth is darkness, aud its growth desire ; 
riiUimeable and fleet and fierce as fire, 
Not to Ik* touched but to V)e felt alone. 
It lills the worlci with glory — and is gone. 



It Hoats wiili rainl)n\v ]>iiiions o'er the stream iso 

or lite. Nvliich flows, like a dream 

Into the li^^lit of morning, to the grave 
A.s to an ocean. 



What is that joy which serene infancy 

IViccivcs not, as the hours content them by,^ i.vs 

Each in a chain of IJossoms, yet enjoys 



' Mr. (Janiett Het** the wonl sic them by" to mean '* as the houiv 

JigniiiKt this Hue. iw if lie regjinUnl it content themselves along," — the ciiri- 

with HUHpiciini ; l»ut 1 «lo nut <lmil»t i)iiH rerii»ctive verl> content them bq be- 

it« Ining jw Shelley meant it. 1 take in^' ust'*! tX6 an etjuivaleut for jwi« b^ 

tilt* expresj<i«»n "hh th«' lu»m*s content c>MitiHUdhi. 
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Tlie shapes of tliis new world, in giant toys 

Wrought by the busy ever new ? 

Eemembrance borrows Fancy's glass, to show 

These fonns more sincere lao 

Than now they are, than then, perhaps, they were. 

When everytliing familiar seemed to be 

Wonderful, and the immortality 

Of this great world, which all things must inherit. 

Was felt as one with the awakening spirit, 105 

Unconscious of itself, and of the strange 

Distinctions which in its proceeding change 

It feels and knows, and mourns as if each were 

A desolation. 



Were it not a sweet refuge, Emily, 

For all those exiles from the dull insane 

Who vex this pleasant world with pride and pain, 

For all that band of sister-spirits known 

To one another by a voiceless tone ? 



170 
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I. 

Relation of the Death of the Family of the Cexci.* 

The most wicked life which the Eoinan noMeman, 
Francesco Cenci, led while he lived in this world, not only 
occasioned his o^ti niin and death, but also that of many 
others, and brought down the entire destruction of liis 
house. This nobleman was tlie son of Monsignore Cenei, 
who, having been treasurer during the pontificate of Pius \., 
left immense wealth to Fi-ancesco, his only son. From this 
inheritance alone he enjoyed an income of 160,000 crowns, 
and he increased his fortune by marrying an exceedingly 
rich lady, who died after she had given birth to seven 
unfortunate children. He then contracted a second marriage 
witli Lucretia Petroni, a lady of a nol>le Roman family ; but 
he had no children by her. Sodomy was tlie least, and 
atlieism the greatest, of the vices of Francesco ; as is proved 
by the tenor of his life; for lie was three times accused of 



^ In a mo0t interesting letter to 
PeiM>x.k, dated '* LiromOy July 1819 *' 
(£ssay$ «t-c., Vol II, pp. 217 to 220), 
Shelley gi^es an account of 7%e Cenci, 
begs his friend to get it acted at 
Coven t Garden, and says : '' I send 
you a translation of the Italian manu- 
script on which my play is founded, 
the chief subject of which I have 
touched very delicately. . . The transla- 
tion which I send you, is to bo prefixed 
to the play, togeUier with a print of 



Beatrice." The omission of tluAlitenil 
version of the story from the two edi- 
tions of The Cenci publinhetl during 
Shelley's life may i^erhajN) have arisi*n 
from the consideration that, to the 
public of that day, the bare h<>m»rH <.f 
the story might, if given, negative 
that very delicacy and retiitnce to 
which Shelley refers. In the iutnie 
letter to Peacock, it is stated that the 
narrative then existed only in manu- 
script. 
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sodomy, and paid the sum of 100,000 crowns to govern- 
ment, in commutation of the punishment rightfully awarded 
to this crime: and concerning his religion, it is sufficient 
to state, that he never frequented any church ; and although 
he caused a small chapel, dedicated to the apostle St. 
Thomas, to he huilt in the court of his palace, his intention 
in so doing was to hury there all his children, whom he 
cruelly hated. He had driven the eldest of these, Giaeomo, 
Gristofero, and Eocco, from the paternal mansion, while 
they were yet too young to have given him any real cause 
of displeasure. He sent them to the university of Salamanca, 
but, refusing to remit to them there the money necessary 
for their maintenance, they desperately returned home. 
They found that this change only increased their misery, 
for the hatred and contempt of their fatlier towards them 
was so aggravated, that he refused to dress or maintain 
them, so that tliey were obliged to have recourse to the 
Pope, who caused Cenci to make them a fit allowance, 
with which they withdrew from his house. 

The third imprisonment of Francesco for liis accustometl 
crime of sodomy, occurred at this time, and his sons t4X>k 
occasion to supplicate the Pope to punish their father, ami 
to remove so great a monster from his family. The Pope, 
though before inclined to condemn Francesco to the deser\'etl 
punishment of death, would not do it at the recjuest of 
his sons, but permitted him again to compound with the 
law, by paying the accustomed penalty of 100,00<) crowns. 
The hatred of Francesco towards his sons was aujrmeuteil 
by this proceeding on their parts ; he cursed them ; and 
often also struck and ill-treated his daughters. The eldest 
of these, being unable any longer to support the cruelty of 
her father, exposed her miserable condition to the Pope, 
and supplicated him either to marry her, accouling to his 
choice, or to shut her up in a monastery, that by any 
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means she might be liberated from the cruel oppression of 
her parent. Her prayer was heard, and the Pope, in pity 
to her unhappiness, bestowed her in marriage to Signore 
Carlo Gabrielli, one of the first gentlemen of the city of 
Gabbio, and obliged Francesco to give her a fitting dowry 
of some thousand crowns. 

Francesco fearing that his youngest daughter wouhl, 
when she grew up, follow the example of her sister, 
bethought himself how to hinder this design, and for that 
purpose shut her up alone in an apartment of the palace, 
where he liimself brought her food, so that no one might 
approach her; and imprisoned her in this manner for 
several months, often inflicting on her blows with a stick. 

In the meantime ensued the death of two of his sons, 
Rocco and Cristofero — one being assassinated by a surgeon, 
and the other by Paolo Corso, while he was attending 
mass. The inhimian father showed every sign of joy on 
hearing this news, saying that nothing woidd exceed his 
pleasure if all liis children died, and that when the grave 
should receive the last he would, as a demonstration of joy, 
make a bonfire of all that he possessed. And on the 
present occasion, as a further sign of his hatred, he refused 
to pay the smallest simi towards the funeral expenses of 
his murdered sons. Francesco carried his wicked debau- 
chery to such an excess, that he caused girls (of whom 
he constantly kept a nimiber in liis house), and also 
common courtezans, to sleep in the bed of his wife, and 
often endeavoured, by force and threats, to debauch his 
daughter Beatrice, who was now grown up, and exceed- 
ingly beautiful. He gave her more liberty in his palace, 
and was not ashamed to seek her naked in her bed, 
shewing himself thus with his courtezans, and making her 
witness of all that could pass between them and him. 
He tried to persiuide the poor girl, by an enormous heresy, 

voi^ II. n n 
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that children bom of the commerce of a father with his 
daughter were all saints, and that the saints who obtained 
the higliest places in Paradise hail been thus bom. 
Beatrice's resistance of his infamous desires was punished 
by blows and ill treatment. 

I^trice, finding it imiKKssible to continue to live in so 
miserable a manner, followed the example of her sister ; 
she sent a well-written supplication to the Poi>e, imploring 
him to exercise his authority in withdrawing her from the 
violence and cruelty of her fatlier. — But this petition, which 
might, if listened to, have saved this unfortunate girl from 
an early dtuith, produced not the least effect. It was 
afterwartls found among the collection of memorials, and 
it is pretended that it never cimie before the Pope. 

Francesco, having discovered this attempt on the part 
of his daughter, became more enraged, and redoubled his 
tyranny; confining with rigour not only Beatrice, but also 
his wife. At lenjj^h, these unhappy women, finding them- 
selves, without hope of relief, driven by desperation, re- 
solved to plan his death. 

The Palace Onci was sometimes visited by a Monsignore 
Guerra — a young man of handsome person and attractive 
maimers, and of that facile character which might easily be 
induced to become a partner in any action, good or e\il, 
as it might happen. His countenance was pleasing, and 
his person tall and well proportioned ; he was somewhat 
in love with Beatrice, and well acquainted with the turpitude 
of Francesco's character, and was hated bv him on , account 
of the familiar intercourse w^hich subsisted between him 
and the children of this unnatural father : for this reason 
he timed his visits with caution, and never came to the 
house but when he knew that Francesco Wcos absent. He 
was moved to a lively compassion of tlie state of Lucretia 
and Beatrice, wlio often related their increasing misery to 
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him, and his pity was for ever fed and augmented by 
some new tale of tyranny and cruelty. In one of these 
conversations Beatrice let fall some words which plainly 
indicated that she and her mother-in-law contemplated the 
murder of their tyrant, and Monsignore Guerra not only 
showed approbation of their design, but also promised to 
co-oi)erate with them in their undertaking. Thus stimulated, 
Beatrice communicated the design to her eldest brother, 
Giacomo, without whose concurrence it was impossible 
that they should succeed. Tliis latter was easily drawn 
into consent, since he was utterly disgusted with his father, 
who ill-treated him, and refused to allow him a sufficient 
support for his wife and children. 

The apartments of Monsignore Guerra was the place in 
which the circumstances of the crime about to be committed 
"were concerted and determined on. Here Giacomo, with the 
understanding of his sister and mother-in-law, held various 
consultations, and finally resolved to commit the murder of 
Francesco to two of liis vassals, who had become his in- 
veterate enemies ; one called Marzio, and the other Olympio : 
the latter, by means of Francesco, had been deprived of 
his post as castellan of the Eock of Petrella. 

It was already well known that Francesco, with tlie 
permission of Signer Marzio di Colonna, baron of that 
feud, had resolved to retire to Petrella, and to pass the 
summer there with his family. Some banditti of the 
kingdom of Naples were hired, and were instructed to lie 
in wait in the woods al)out Petrella, and, upon advice 
being given them of the approach of Francesco, to seize 
upon hiuL This scheme was so arranged that, altliough 
the robbers were only to seize and take off Francesco, yot 
that his wife and cliildren should not be suspected of bein^^ 
accomplices in the act. But the affair did not succeed ; 
for, as the banditti were not informed of liis ap])roach in 

1) 1) 2 



404 APPENDIX. 

time enough, Francesco arrived safe and. sound at Petrella. 
They were obliged therefore to form some new ^heme to 
obtain the end wluoh every day made tliem more impatient 
to effect ; for Francesco still persisted in his wicked conduct 
He, l»eing an old man, above seventy years of age, never 
quitted the castle ; therefore no use could be made of the 
lumditti, who were still secreted in the environs. It was 
determined, therefore, to accomplish the murder in Francesco's 
own house. 

Marzio and Olympio were called to the castle ; and 
Beatrice, accomimnied by her mother-in-law, conversed 
with them from a window during the night-time, when her 
father slept. She ordered them to repair to Monsignore 
Guerra with a note, in which they were desired to murder 
Francesco, in consideration of a reward of a thousand 
crowns : a third to l>e given them before the act, by 
Monsignore Guerra, and the other two thirds, by the 
ladies themselves, after the deed shoidd be accomplished. 
Having consented to this agreement, tliey were secretly 
admitted into the castle the 8th of Septeml)er, 1598 ; but 
because this day wius tlie anniversary of the birth of tlie 
Blessed Virgin, tlie Signora Lucretia, held back by her 
veneration for so holy a time, desired, with the consent of 
her daughter-in-law, that the execution of the murder 
should be put off until the following day. They dexterously 
mixed opium with tlie drink of Francesco, who, upon going 
to bed, was soon oppressed by a deep sleep. About 
midnight his daugliter herself led the two assassins into 
the apartment of her fatlier, and left them there that they 
might execute the deed they had undertaken, and retired 
to a chamber close bv, wliere Lucretia remained also, 
expecting the return of the murderers, and the relation of 
their success. Soon after tlie assassins entered, and told 
the ladies that pity had held them back, and that they 
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could not overcome their repugnance to kill in cold blood 
a poor sleeping old man. These words filled Beatrice witli 
anger, and after having bitterly reviled them as cowards 
and traitors, she exclaimed, " Since you have not courage 
enough to murder a sleeping man, I will kill my father 
myself; but your lives shall not be long secure." The 
assassins, hearing tliis short but terrible threat, feared that if 
they did not commit the deed, the tempest would burst over 
their own heads, took courage, and re-entered the chamber 
where Francesco slept, and with a hammer drove a nail 
into bis head, making it pass by his eye, and another they 
drove into liis neck. After a few struggles the unhappy 
Francesco breatlied his last. The murderers departed, after 
having received the remainder of the promised reward ; 
besides which, Beatrice gave Marzio a mantle trimmed 
with gold. After this the two ladies, after drawing out 
the two nails, enveloped the body in a fine sheet, and 
carried it to an open gallery that overhimg a garden, and 
had underneath an elder-tree : from thence they tlirew 
it down, so that it might be believed that Francesco, 
attending a call of nature, was traversing tliis gallery, 
when, being only supported by feeble beams, it had given 
way, and thus had lost his Ufe. 

And so indeed was it believed the next day, when tlie 
feigned lamentations of Lucretia and Beatrice, who appeared 
inconsolable, spread the news of Francesco's death. He 
received an honourable burial ; and liis family, after a 
short stay at the castle, returned to Eome to enjoy the 
fruits of their crime. Tliey passed some time there in 
tranquillity ; but Divine Justice, which would not allow s(^ 
atrocious a wickedness to remain hid and impunished, so 
ordered it, that the Court of Naples, to which the account 
of the death of Cenci was forwarded, began to entertain 
doubts concerninj^ the mode by which he came bv it, and 
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sent a commissary to examine the body and to take 
informations. Among other things, this man discovered a 
circumstance to the prejudice of the family of the deceased : 
it appeared tliat the day after the event of her father's 
death, Beatrice had given to wash a sheet covered with 
Mood, sajing : . . . * These informations were instantly 
forwarded to the Court of Rome ; but, nevertheless, several 
months passed without any step being taken in disfavour 
of the Cenci family ; and, in the mean time, the youngest 
son of Francesco died, and two only remained of the 
live that he had had; namely, Giacomo and Bernardo. 
Monsignore Guerra, having heard of the notification made 
by the Court of Naples to that of Home, fearing that 
Marzio and Olympio might fall into the hands of justice, 
and be induced to confess their crime, suddenly hired 
men to murder them, but succeeded only in assassinating 
Olympio at tlie city of Temi. Marzio, who had escaped 
this misfortune, soon incurred that of being imprisoned 
at Xaj)le.s, where lie confessed the whole ; and instantly, 
wliile the arrival of Marzio at Rome from Naples was 
expected, Giacomo and Bernardo were arrested, and im- 
prisoned in the Corte Savella, and Lucretia and Beatrice 
were confined in their own liouse under a good guard ; 
but afterwards they were also conducted to the prison 
where were the brothel's. They were here examined, and 
all constantly denied the crime, and particularly Beatrice, 
wlio also denied having given to Marzio the mantle trimmed 
with gold, of which mention was before made ; and Marzio, 
overcome and moved by the i)resence of mind and courage 
of Beatrice, retracted all that he had deposed at Naples, 



^ The passage here omitted from la SocUU dea BibliophiUt Francis 

the traiiflhition coiitaiiiH the dejHtf*!- (Paria, 1822), to be found in the 

tion of the Petrella laundress. The BritLth Mutieum. The French version 

curioiw may rea<l it in the origiiud in the Siinie volume is, in thi;> {lassage, 

Italian, in t\iM Melanges publiis ptnir wholly original, — not a translation. 
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and, rather than again confess, obstinately died under his 
torments. 

There not being sufficient proof to justify putting the 
Cenci family to the torture, they were all transferred 
to Castello, where they remained several months in 
tranquillity. But, for their misfortune, one of the murderei-s 
of Olympio at Temi fell into the hands of justice ; he 
confessed that he had been hired to this deed by Monsignore 
Guerra, who liad also commissioned him to assassinate 
Marzio. Fortunately for this prelate, he received prompt 
information of the testimony given against him, and was 
able to hide himself for a time, and to plan his escape, 
which was very difficult ; for his stature, the fairness and 
beauty of his countenance, and his light hair, made him 
conspicuous for discovery. He changed his dress for that 
of a charcoal-man, blackening his face, and shaving his 
head; and tlius disguised, driving two asses before him, 
with some bread and onions in liis hands, he passed freely 
through Rome, under the eyes of the ministers of justice, who 
sought him everywhere ; and, without being recognised by 
any one, passed out of one of the gates of the city, where, 
after a short time, he was met by the sbirri, wlio were 
searching the country, and passed unknown by them, not 
without suffering great fear at his risk of being discovered 
and arrested : by means of this ingenious disguise he 
effected his escape to a safe country.' 

The flight of Monsignore Guerra, joined to tlie confession 
of the murderer of Olympio, aggravated the other proofs 
so much, that the Cenci were re-transferred from Castello 
to Corte Savella, and were condemned to be put to the 
torture. The two sons sank vilely under their torments, 
and became competed ; Lucretia, being of advanced age, 
halving completed her fiftieth year, and being of a fat make, 
was not able to resist tlie torture of the cord, and there- 
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fore told all she knew. But the Signora Beatrice, being 
young, lively, and strong, neither with good nor ill treatment, 
with menaces, nor fear of torture, would allow a single 
word to pass her lips which might inculpate her ; and even, 
by her lively eloquence, confused the judges who examined 
lier. Tlie Pope, being informed of all that passed by 
Signer Ulysse Moraci, the judge employed in this affiur, 
became suspicious that the beauty of Beatrice had softened 
the mind of this judge, and committed the cause to another, 
who found out another mode of torment, called the torture 
of the hair ; and when she was already tied under this tor- 
ture, he brought before her her mother-in-law and brothers. 
They began altogether to exhort her to confess ; saying, 
that since the crime had been committed, they must suffer 
the punishment. Beatrice, after some resistance, said, "* So 
you all wish to die, and to disgrace and ruin our house? 

^This is not right ; but since it so pleases you, so let 

it be : " — and turning to the jailors, she told them to unbind 
her, and that all the examinations might be brought to her, 
saying, " That wliicli I ouglit to confess, that will I confess ; 
tliat to wliich I ought to assent, to tliat will I assent ; and 
that which I ouglit to deny, that will I deny : " — and in 
this manner she was convicted without ha\4iig confessed. 
They were then all unboiuid ; and, since it was now five 
months since all liad met, they wished to eat together that 
day : but, three days aftenvards, they were again divided — 
the ladies being left in tlie Corte Savella, and the brothers 
being transferred to the dungeons of the Tordinona. 

The Pope, after having seen all tlie examinations, and the 
entire confessions, ordered that the delinquents should be 
drawn through the streets at the tails of horses, and after- 
wards decapitated. Many cardinals and princes interested 
themselves, and entreated that at least they might be allowed 
to draw up their defence. The l*ope at first refused to 
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comply, replying with severity, and asking these intercessors 
what defence had been allowed to Francesco, when he had 
been so barbarously murdered in his sleep; but afterwards 
he yielded to allow them twenty-five days' time. The most 
celebrated Boman advocates imdertook to defend the 
criminals ; and, at the end of the appointed time, brouglit 
their writings to the Pope. The first that spoke was the 
advocate Nicolas di Angelis ; but the Pope interrupted him 
angrily in the middle of his discourse, saying, that he gieatly 
wondered that there existed in Eome children unnatural 
enough to kill their father ; and that there should be found 
advocates depraved enough to defend so horrible a crime. 
These words silenced all except the advocate Farinacci; who 
said " Holy Father, we have not fallen at your feet to 
defend the atrocity of the crime, but to save the life of the 
innocent, when your holiness will deign to hear us." The 
Pope listened patiently to him for four hours, and then, 
taking the writings, dismissed them. The advocate Altieri, 
who was the last to depart, turned back, and, throwing 
himself at the feet of the Pope, said, that his office as 
advocate to the poor would not allow liim to refuse to appear 
in this affair ; and the Pope replied that he was not surprised 
at the part that he, but at that which the others had taken. 
Instead of retiring to rest, he spent the whole night in 
studying the cause with the Cardinal di San Marcello — 
noting with great care the most exculpating passages of the 
writing of the advocate Farinacci ; with which lie became 
so satisfied, that he gave hope of grantmg a pardon to the 
criminals ; for the crimes of the father and children were 
contnisted and balanced in this writing ; and to save the 
sons, tlie greater guilt was attributed to Beatrice ; and thus, 
by saving the mother-in-law, the daughter might the more 
easily escape, who was dragged, as it were, to the commit- 
ting so enormous a crime by the cruelty of her father. The 
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l*ope, therefore, that the criminals luight enjoy the benefit 
of time, ordertnl them again to be confined in secret. But 
since, by the high dis}>ensation of Providence, it was resolved 
that tliey sliould incur the just j)enalty of parricide, it so 
happened, that at this time Paolo Santa Croce killed his 
mother in the town of Subiaco, because she refused to give 
up her inheriUmce to him. And the Pope, upon the 
occurrence of this second crime of tlus nature, resolved to 
])uniAh thase guilty of the first; and the more so, because 
the matricide Santa Croi»e liad escaped from the vengeance 
of the law by liight. The Pope returned to Monte Cavallo 
the Gth of May, that he might consecrate the next morning, 
in the neighbouring church of S. Maria degli Angeli, the 
Canlinid Diveristiana, apjwinteil by him to be bishop of 
01unibi*e, on the 3nl of May of the Siinie vear, 1509 : on 
the 10th of iluy he adlcd into his i)rusonce Monsignore 
Fcrrante Tavorna, governor of Kiaue, and siiid to liim, " I 
give up into your hands the Cenci cause, that you may as 
soon as you can execute the justice allotted to them." As 
soon as the governor arrived at his palace, he conimuuicateil 
the sentence to, and held a council with, the criminal judge, 
concerning the manner of death to be inflicted on the 
criminals, ^lany nobles instantly h{i.stened to the palaces 
of the Quirinal and the Vatican, to implore the grace of at 
least a private death for the ladies, and the i)anlon of the 
innocent Bernardo ; and, fortunately, they were in time to 
save the life of this youth, because many hours wei*e necessarily 
employed in preparing the sea Hold over the bridge of S. 
Angelo, and then in waiting for the Courraternity of Mercy, 
who were to accompany the condemned .to the place of 
suffering. 

Tlie sentence was executed the morning of Saturday, the 
11 til of May. The messengers charged with the comnumi- 
cation of the sentence, and the Brothel's of the Conforteria, 
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were sent to the several prisons at five the preceding night ; 
and at six the sentence of death was communicated to the 
unhappy brothers while they were placidly sleeping. Beatrice 
on hearing it broke into a piercing lamentation, and into 
passionate gesture, exclaiming, "How is it possible, my 
God ! that I must so suddenly die ?" . Lucretia, as prepared 
and abeady resigned to her fate, listened without terror to 
the reading of this terrible sentence; and with gentle 
exhortations induced her daughter-in-law to enter the chapel 
with her ; and the latter, whatever, excess she might have 
indulged in on the first intimation of a speedy death, so 
much the more now courageously supported herself, and gave 
every one certain proofs of a humble resignation. Having 
requested that a notary might be allowed to come to her, 
and her request being granted, she made her will, in which 
she left 15,000 crowns to the Fraternity of the Sacre 
Stimmate ; and willed that all her dowry should be employed 
in portioning for marriage fifty maidens; and Lucretia, 
imitating the example of her daughter-in-law, ordered that 
she should be buried in the church of S. Gregorio at Monte 
Celio, willed 32,000 crowns for charitable uses, and made 
other legacies; after which they passed some time in the 
Conforteria, reciting psalms and litanies and other prayers, 
with so much fervour that it well appeared that they were 
assisted by the peculiar grace of God. At eight o'clock they 
confessed, heard mass, and' received the holy communion. 
Beatrice, considering that it was not decorous to api)ear 
before the judges and on the scaffold with their si)lendid 
dresses, ordered two dresses, one for herself, and the otlier 
for her motlier-in law, made in the manner of the nuns — 
gathered up, and with long sleeves of black cotton for 
Lucretia, and of common silk for herself ; with a large cord 
girtlle. When these dresses came, Beatrice rose, and, turning 
to Lucretia — " Mother," said she, " the liour of our departure 
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w drawiiijj near, li^t us dress therefore in tliese clothes, and 
let us niutimllv aid one another in tliis last office.** Lucretia 
readily conipIi«Ml witli this in\itation, and they dressed, each 
hel{)in<{ tlii^ cither, showing the same indiiference and pleasure 
as if ihfV were dressing fur a feast. 

The ConiiMiny of Mercy arrive<l soon after at the prisons 
of the Tonlinona ; ami while they were waiting l)elow in 
the 8tnH.»t with the cnicifix until the condemned should 
descend, an accident hapiiened, whicli gave rise to such a 
tumult among the innnense crowd there collected, that there 
was dangler of much disonler. It tlius happened ; some 
fiireign gentlemen, wlio were iM>sted at a high window, 
iniulvertently threw <lown a llower-pot which was outside 
the windiiW, whieh falling on one of the brothers of the 
()nl<*r of Men'V, inortiillv woundtMl him. This causoil a 
disturhance in the crowd ; and tlio.so who were too far oft* 
to know th<* cause, took llight, and falling one over the 
other, several were wounded. When the tumult Wiis calmed, 
the brothers (liaeoino and Kernardo deseende<l to the door 
of the prison, near whit-h opportunely happened to be some 
fiscal oflicers, who, gi>ing up to Bernardo, told him that 
through th(» eh»meney of the sovei-eign pontilV, his life Wiis 
si)are(l to him, with this condition, that he should be present 
at the death of his relations. A scarlet mantle trimmed 
with gold, in which he had at tii^t lieen ctmducted to prison, 
was given him, to envelop him. (liaeomo was alrciuly on 
th(! car, when the pJturt of the Pojie arrived, freeing him 
from the severer jjortion of tht» punishment added to the 
sentence, an<l onlerin;/ that it shouhl Ik? executed onlv bv 
the hammer and jpiartering. 

The funereal procession i)a-ised through the Via delF Orso, 
by the Apollinara, thence through the Piazza Xavona ; freiu 
the church of S. Pantalio to the Piazza Pollanda, through 
the Campo di Fiori, S. Carlo a Castinari, to the Aivo de' 
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Conte Cenci ; proceeding, it stopped under the Palace Cenci, 
and then finally rested at the Corte Savella, to take the two 
ladies. When these arrived, Lucretia remained last, dressed 
in black, as has been described, with a veil of the same 
colour, wliich covered her as far as her girdle : Beatrice was 
beside her, also covered by a veil : they wore velvet slippers, 
with silk roses and gold fastenings ; and, instead of manacles, 
their wrists were bound by a silk cord, which was fastened 
to their girdles in such a manner as to give them almost 
the free use of their hands. Each had in her left hand the 
holy sign of benediction, and in the riglit a handkerchief, 
with wliich Lucretia wiped her tears, and Beatrice tlie 
perspiration from her forehead. Being arrived at the place 
of piinishment, Bernardo was left on the scaffold, and the 
others were conducted to the chapeL During this dreadful 
separation, this unfortunate youth, reflecting that he was 
soon going to behold the decapitation of his nearest relatives, 
fell down in a deadly swoon, from which, however, he was 
at last recovered, and seated opposite the block. The first 
that came forth to die was Lucretia, who, being fat, found 
difficulty in placing herself to receive the blow. Tlie 
executioner taking off her handkerchief, her neck was 
discovered, wliich was still handsome, although she was fifty 
years of age. Blushing deeply, she cast her eyes down, and 
then, casting them up to heaven, full of tears, she exclaimed, 
"Behold, dearest Jesus, this guilty soul about to appear 
before thee — to give an account of its acts, mingled with 
many crimes, ^^^len it shall appear before thy Godliead, I 
pray thee to look on it with an eye of mercy, and not of 
justice." She then began to recite the psalm Miserere mci 
Deus, and placing her neck under the axe, the head was 
struck from her body while she was repeating the second 
verse of this psalm, at the woixls et secundum muItiUuUnein, 
Wlien the executioner raised the head, the populace saw 
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with wonder that the countenance long retained its vivacity, 
until it was wrapt up in a black handkerchief, and placed 
in a comer of the scaffold. While the scaffold was being 
arranged for Beatrice, and whilst the Brotherhood returned 
to the chapel for her, tlie balcony of a shop filled with 
spectators fell, and five of those underneath were wounded, 
so that two died a few days after. Beatrice, hearing Uie 
noise, asked the executioner if her mother had died well, 
and being replied that she had, she knelt before the crucifix, 
and spoke thus : — " Be thou everlastingly thanked, O my 
gracious Saviour, since, by the good death of my mother, 
thou hast given me assurance of thy mercy towards me." 
Tlien, rising, she courageously and devoutly walked towards 
the scaffold, repeating by the way several prayers with so 
much fervour of spirit, that all who heard her shed tears 
of compassion. Ascending the scaffold, while she arranged 
herself, she also turned her eyes to heaven, and tlius prayed : 
— " ilost beloved Jesus, who, relinquishing thy divinity, 
becainest a man ; and diilst through love purge my sinful 
soul also of its original sin with thy precious blood ; deign, 
I beseecli thee, to accept that which I am about to shed 
at thy most merciful tribunal, as a i)enalty which may 
ciincel my many crimes, and spare me a part of that 
punishment justly due to me." Then she placed her head 
under tlie axe, wliicli at one blow was divided from her body, 
as slie was rei)eating the second verse of the psalm De 
j[)rofundi% at the words /rt/i^ aurcs tuce; the blow gave a 
violent motion to her boily, and discomposed her dress. 
The executioner raised the head to the view of the people, 
and in i>lacing it in the coffin placed undemeiith, the con! 
by wliich it was suspended slipped from his hold, and the 
head fell to the ground, sliedding a great deal of blood, 
which was wiped up with water and sponges. 

On the death of his sister, Bernardo again fainted ; the 
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most efficacious remedies were for some time uselessly 
employed upon him ; and it was believed by all that liis 
second swoon, having found him already overcome and 
without strength, had deprived liim of life. At length, after 
the lapse of a quarter of an hour, he came to himself, and 
by slow degrees recovered the use of his senses. Giacomo 
was then conducted to the scaffold, and the executioner took 
from him the mourning cloke which enveloped him. He 
fixed his eyes on Bernardo, and then, turning, addressed the 
people with a loud voice : " Now that I am about to i)resent 
myself before tlie Tribunal of infallible Truth, I swear that 
if my Saviour, pardoning me my faults, shall place me in 
the road to salvation, I will incessantly pray for the preserva- 
tion of his Holiness, who has spared me the aggravation of 
punishment but too much due to my enormous crime, and 
has granted life to my brother Bernardo, who is most innocent 
of the guilt of parricide, as I have constantly declared in all 
my examinations. ,It only afflicts me in these my last 
moments, that he should have been obliged to be present 
at so fatal a ^ene : but since, my God, it has so pleased 
theefJicU voluntas tua" After speaking thus, he knelt down: 
the executioner blinded his eyes, and tied his legs to the 
scaffold, gave him a blow on the temple with a leaded 
hammer, cut off his head, and cut his body into four pieces 
wliich were fixed on the hooks of the scaffolding. 

When the last penalty of justice was over, Bernardo was 
re-conducted to the prison of the Tordinona, where he was 
soon attacked by a burning fever ; he was bled and 
received other remedies, so that in the end he recovered 
Ids health, though not without great suffering. The bodies 
of Lucretia and Beatrice were left at the end of the brid^^c 
until the evening, illuminated by two torches, and surrouuiled 
by so great a concourse of people that it was impossible to 
cross the bridge. An hour after dark, the body of Beatrice 
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was placed in a coflm, covered by a black velvet pall, 
riclily adorned with gold : garlands of flowers were placed, 
one at her head, and another at her feet ; and the boily was 
strewed with flowers. It was accompanied to the church 
of S. Peter in Montorio by the Brotherhood of the Order 
of Mercy, and followed by many Franciscan monks, with 
great pomp and innumerable torches ; slie was there buried 
before the high altar, aft<3r the customary ceremony had 
been performed. By reason of the distance of the church 
from the bridge, it was four hours after dark before the 
ceremony was finished. Afterwards the body of Lucretia, 
accompanied in the same manner, was carried to the church 
of S. Gregorio upon the Celian Hill; where, after the 
ceremony, it was honourably buried. 

Beatrice was rather tall, of a fair complexion ; and she 
had a dimple on each cheek, which, especially when she 
smiled, added a grace to her lovely countenance that 
transported ever}' one who beheld her. Her hair appeared 
like threads of j^oUl ; and, because they were extremely 
l()n«,', she used to tie it up, and, wlien afterwanls she 
loosened it, the splendid ringlets dazzled the eyes of the 
spectator. Her eyes were of a deep blue, pleasing, and 
full of fire. To all these beauties slie added, both in words 
and actions, a spirit and a majestic vivacity that ciiptivated 
every one. She was twenty years of age when she died. 

Lucretia was as tall as Beatrice, but her full make made 
her appear less : she was also fair, and so fresh complexioned, 
that at fifty, whicli was lier age wlien slie died, she did 
not appear above thirty. Her hair was black, and her teeth 
regular and wliite to an extraordinary degiee. 

(fiacomo was of a middle size ; fair but ruddy ; and with 
black eyebrows : aftable in liis nature, of good addres, 
and well skilled in every science, and in all knightly 
exercises. He was not more tlian twenty -eiglit years of age | 
when lie died. 
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Lastly, Bernardo so closely resembled Beatrice in com- 
plexion, features, and everything else, that if tliey had 
changed clothes the one might easily have been taken for 
the other. His mind also seemed formed in the same model 
as that of his sister ; and at the time of her death he was 
six-and-twenty years old. 

He remained in the prison of Tordinona until tlie month 
of September of the same year, after which time, at tlie 
intercession of the most Venerable Grand Brotherhood of 
the Most Holy Crucifix of St. MarceUus, he obtained the 
favour of his liberty upon paying the sum of 25,000 crowns 
to the Hospital of the Most Holy Trinity of Pilgrims. 
Thus he, as the sole remnant of the Cenci family, became 
heir to all their possessions. He is now married, and has 
a son named Cristofero. 

The most faithful portrait of Beatrice exists in the l^llace 
of the Villa Pamfili, without the gate of San Pancrazio : 
if any other is to be found in the Palazzo Cenci, it is not 
shown to any one ; — ^so as not to renew the memory of so 
horrible an event. 

This was the end of this family: and until the time 
when this account is put together it has not been possible 
to find the Marquess Paolo Santa Croce; but there is a 
rumour that he dwells in Brescia, a city of the Venetian 
states. 
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II. 

Mk, Browninc; on the Santa Croce Case and on 
Farinacci's Failure in the Defence of the Cenci. 

Mr. Robert Browning's latest volume of poems ^ contains 
one which is perhaps the most valuable poetic illustration 
of Shelley issueil since Walter Savage Landor published, 
in The Last Fruit off an Old Tree, his superb Five Scenes. 
Mr. Browning's Cenciaja, as the reading world is now 
well aware, deals with the episode of Paolo Santa Croce, 
the matricide, whose crime had so disastrous a bearing on 
the issue of the Cenci tragedy. The main fact, on which 
Shelley places no very marked stress, though he introduces 
it, is that, when the fate of Beatrice and her brother and 
step-mother still hung in the balance, Paolo Santa Croce 
killed his mother and made good his escape, — whereon the 
l*ope became absolutely inflexible in his resolution that 
the three guilty Cenci should die. Mr. Browning det^oUs 
in Cencioja the motives, not only of Paolo Santa Croce, 
but also of Cardinal Aldobnindino, the Pope's nephew, 
in incriminating Paolo's brother, Onofrio Santa Croce, and 
hunting him down to execution ; and it is a notewoi*thy 
thiiii' that this same Cardinal whose deadlv hatred availed 
to bring Onofrio Santa Croce to a tlisgi-aceful death, had 
also, indirectly, ruined the Cenci family. It was he who 
benefitted so lar^'ely bv the continuance of Count Francesco 
Cenci in his high-priced crimes ; and, but for him, " the 
wickedest man on record," as I^ndor calls Cenci, would 
probably have perished befoi*e his daughter had been set 

^ Pacchiarotto and IToxc he Worked WoXyevt Bro^tiing. Limdon, — Smith, 
in Distemjier : with othtr Poem*. By Elder, k Co., 15, Waterloo Place, 1876. 
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in the dire necessity of compassing his death. How far 
Aldobrandino may have been interested in extinguishing the 
family, of whom only the innocent Bernardo escaped with 
difl&culty, it were hazardous to surmise ; but probably his 
enormous influence with the Pope would be against them. 
The story ^ of Onofrio and this diabolical dignitary of the 
Cliurch is within every one*s reach, and should be read 
by aU who are interested in those by-paths of history which 
have fed the imaginations of our greatest poets ; but a 
further comment on the Cenci story, which has not, as 
far as I know, had any opportunity of finding its way 
about among Shelley students, — must be here recorded. 

Having occasion to write to Mr. Browning on another 
matter connected with this edition of Shelley's works, I 
asked him the precise value we were to attach to the 
terminal aja in the title of his poem, — a title, by the 
way, which is followed by the Italian proverb, Ogni ceneio 
viiol entrare in hucato ; and I received the following answer. 

19, Warwick Crescent, W. 
July 27, 76. 

Dear Mr. Buxton Forman, 

There can be no objection to such a 
simple statement of fact as you have inserted, if it seem 
worth inserting. " Fact," it is. — Next : — " aia " is generally 
an accumulative yet depreciative termination : " Cenciaia " 
= a bundle of rags = a trifle. The proverb means "every 
poor creature will be for pressing into the company of 
his betters," and I used it to deprecate the notion that I 



* Mr. Browning obtained the facts of the Philobiblon Society, a version 

of ihe Santa Croce case from a MS. of the Cenci narrative differing in a 

volume of memorials of Italian crime, few particulars from that which in- 

in the possession of Sir John Simeon, spired Shelley to write his tragedy, 
who published from it, in the Series 
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intended anything of the kind. Is it any contribution to 
" all connected with Shelley " if I mention that my " Book " 
(" The Ring and the lk)ok/y lias a reference to the reason 
given by Farinacci, the advocate of the Cenci, of his failure 
in the defence of Beatrice ? " Fuisse punitam Beatricem " 
(he declares) " p<i'm\ ultimi supplicii, non quia ex inten'allo 
occidi mandavit insidiantem suo honori, sed quia ejus 
exceptionem non prol)avit ibi — Pwut, et idem firmiter 
itperdbatur de sorare Beatrice si lyropositam ejccusationem 
proffassct, prout non prolxtvity That is, she was expected 
to avow the main outrage, and did not: in conformity 
with her words " That which I ought to confess, that will 
I confess; that to which I ought to assent, to tliat will I 
assent ; and that which I ought to deny, that will I deny." 
Here is another Cenciaja! 

Yours very sincerely, 

KOBERT BrOWNINO. 



^ Thifl reference ia, of courae, not to 
Mr. Browning's noble ]K>em, Thr Ring 
and the Book, bnt Ui tlie *" old square 
yeHow lKH>k,*' giving the jietual detiils 
of the " Roman niunler case " on 
which the ]H»em i.s founde<l. Mr. 
Browning ha** furnL«*]ie<l me witli an 
extnu't of the whole j)aK*<age bearing 
on this subject in the pleading of 
Dominud Hyacinthus de Archangelis 
in favour of (iuido Franceschini ; an<l 
I find that thin " AdveK'ate of the 



Poor" convict* Farinacci of incon- 
nisteucy ; for he &hew8 that, in one 
place, that distinguiiithed Doctor had 
atlduce<l the decapitation of Beatrice 
as an argument in favour of the ex- 
treme i>enalty, for munier under ex- 
ceptional circumstiuices, whereas, in 
another, he had alleged that she Huffen»d 
•* not l>ecause, after lajise of time, i^he 
causes I one who had designs on her 
honour to be slain, but because she 
did not prove her j)lea in mitigation." 
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III. 

Captain Medwin's Account of Emiua Vivian i and 

" Epipsychidion." 

In the second volume of Medwin's Life of Shdley, is an 
account of the Lady Emilia Viviani, the authenticity of 
which I know of no reason for doubting. By way of 
introduction to the subject, this strange biographer minutely 

describes, under the mysterious designation of " P ," 

the Italian " Professore " through whose means Shelley 
became acquainted with the Viviani : it is unnecessary to 
quote this description, more especially as Medwin assures 

us that, in Mrs. Shelley^s ValpergOy " P " is drawn to 

the life. He omits to say under what name ; but doubtless 
those who are curious on the subject of this worthless 
"Professore" will turn both to Medwin's Life and to 
VcUperga, find out the character, and institute a comparison. 

Meanwhile, all that need be said of "P ", by way of 

further preface to Medwin's account of Emilia Viviani, is 
that his pleasantness and talent commended him to the 
Shelleys, at whose house in Pisa he was at one time an 
hahitv^y and that he was " amico di casa and confessor 
to a noble family, one of the most distinguished for its 
antiquity of any in Pisa, where its head then filled a post 
of great authority." This personage, the Count Viviani, had, 
Medwin says, two grown-up daughters by a first marriage, 
and, in his old age, made a second marriage, with a lady 
who subsequently induced him to immure his daughters in 
two convents. 

The Professor,^ [I now extract from Capt. Medwin*s Life, 

^ Hedwin*a narrative, in his own vious portion of the namitive, abi>ut 
words, extends to p. 431. Of the pre- ' V " and Count Viviani, I pre- 
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Vol. II, j)p. 60 to 80] wlio had known them from infancy, 
and been their instructor in languages and polite literature, 
made the Contessinwt frequent subjects of conversation. He 
told us that the father was not over rich, owing to his 
youn^ wife's extravagance ; that he was avaricious withal, 
and did not like to disburse tlieir dowries, which, as fixed 
by law, must Ik* in proportion to the father's fortune, and 
wiis waiting till some one would take them off his hands 
without a dote. He spoke most enthusiasticaUy of the 
l)eauty and accomplishments of Emilia, the eldest, adding, 
that she had l^een confined for two years in the convent of 
St. Anna. " Poverina," he said, with a deep sigh, " she 
pines like a binl in a cage — ardently longs to escape from 
her prison-house, — pines with ennui, and wanders about 
the corridors like an unquiet spirit ; she sees her young 
days glide on without an aim or purpose. She was made 
for love. Yesterday she was watering some flowers in her 
(•(41 — she has notliing else to love but her flowers — ' Yes/ 
said sli(\ addiessiuL,' tlieni, * vou are born to vegetate, but 
we thinking b(.*ings were made for action — not to be penned 
up ill a corner, or set at a window to Idow and die.' A 
miserable i)lace is that convent of St. Anna," he added, 
" and if you liad seen, as I have done, the poor pensionnaires 
shut uj) in tliat narrow, suffocating street, in the summer, 
(for it does not ])ossess a garden,) and in the winter as 
now, sliiveriug witli cold, being allowed nothing to warm 
tliem but a few aslies, which they cany about in an earthen 
vase, — you would pity them." 

This little story deeply interested Shelley, and P 

proposed tliat the i)oet and myself should pay the captive 
a visit in tlie purloir. 

The next day, accompanied by the priest, we cjanie in 
sight of tlie gloomy, dark convent, whose ruinous and 

ferre<l to give an al)Htnict, jw it is Bericms ; and I have only made a few 
untitteil by its levity of tone for tluH tritling omi^^ion^, which are indicattxl 
I>laee ; but here Medwin Wconies thu8[. ..J. 
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dilapidated condition told too plainly of confiscation and 
poverty. It was situate in an unfrequented street in the 
suburbs, not far from the walls. After passing through a 
gloomy portal, that led to a quadrangle, the area of which 
was crowded with crosses, memorials of old monastic times, 
we were soon in the presence of Emilia. . . . Emilia was indeed 
lovely and interesting. Her profuse black hair, tied in the 
most simple knot, after the manner of a Greek Muse in the 
Florence gallery, displayed to its full height, her brow, fair as 
that of the marble of which I speak. She was also of about 
the same height as the antique. Her features possessed a 
rare faultlessness, and almost Grecian contour, the nose and 
forehead making a straight line, — a style of face so rare 
that I remember Bartolini's telling Byron that he had 
scarcely an instance of such in the numerous casts of busts 
which his studio contained. Her eyes had the sleepy 
voluptuousness, if not the colour of Beatrice Cenci's. Tliey 
had indeed no definite colour, changing with the changuig 
feeling, to dark or light, as the soul animated them. Her 
cheek was pale, too, as marble, owing to her confinement 
and want of air, or perhaps "to thought." There was a lark 
in the parlaiTy that had lately been caught. "Poor prisoner," 
said she, looking at it compassionately, "you will die of 
grief ! How I pity thee ! What must thou suffer, when 
thou hearest in the clouds, the songs of thy parent birds, 
or some flocks of thy kind on the wing, in search of other 
skies — of new fields — of new delights ! But like me, tliou 
wilt be forced to remain here always — ^to wear out tliy 
miserable existence here. Why can I not release thee!"... 
Such was the impression of the only visit I paid Emilia ; 
but I saw her some weeks after, at the end of a Carnival, 
when she had obtained leave to visit Mrs. Slielley, companioned 
by the abbess. In spite of the contessina's efforts to assume 
i-heerfulness, one might see she was very, very sad ; but she 
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made no complaint ; slie liad grown used to suflFering. It 
had l)ecome her element. 

Mrs. Shelley and Shelley frequently went to the convent, 
to endeavour by their sympatliy to console the unhappy 
girl. Xor were they her only svTiipathizers : Lady Charlotte 
Burv*s dauj^hters \asited lier also. Her condition was much 
aggnivated by tliere l>eing no one within the convent whom 
she could make a companion or confidante, for her fellow- 
prisonere were of a low class, and such as a nobleman's 
daughter could not associate with. Shelley felt deeply the 
fate of poor Emilia, frequently wrote to her, and received 
from her in reply, bouquets of flowers . . . 

In liis correspondence, he says, " But Emilia is not merely 
beautiful, she lias cultivated her mind beyond what I have 
ever met with in Italian women." She was well-read in the 
poets of her land, was made for love, had the purest and 
most sublime conceptions of the master-passion, and without 
having read the Symposium of Plato, wrote the following 
Apostroplie to Love, wliicli I have attempted to put in our 
runic tongue, but wliich is but a pale reflex of the original. 



IL VERO AMORE. 

A more, alma del mondo, 
amore sor^ente di o^ni buono, 
di ogni bello, clie sareblKi 
r Universe se ad esso man- 
casse la tua face creatrice ? 
Vn orribile deserto ! allora, 
lungi da esso, anco la sola 
onibra e del buono e del 
bello, e d'ogni felieitii. Di 
queir amore io parlo, che 
impossessandose di tutto il 
nostro cuore, dell' iutiera 



THE TRUE LOVE. 

Love ! soul of the world ! 
Love, tlie source of all that 
is good, of all that is lovely I 
what would the universe be, 
failing thy creative flame ? 
A horrible desert. But far 
from this, it is tlie sole 
sliadow of all goodness, of 
all loveliness, and of all 
felicity. Of that love I speak, 
tliat possessing itself of all 
our soul, of our entire will, 
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volunta nostra, ci sublima, 
e c'inalza al di sopra di ogni 
altro individuo dell' istessa 
nostra specie, e tutto ener- 
getico, tutto immenso, tutto 
puro, tutto divino, non ci 
ispira se non azioni magn- 
anime, e digne de sequaci di 
questo soave e omnipotente 
nume. L'Amante no, non fe 
confuso con gli uomiiii, non 
trascina ranima sua, ma la 
inalza, la spinge, e la coro- 
na di luce, all' sorriso della 
Diviuita. Esso diventa un 
essere sorprendente, e talvolta 
incompreliensibile. L' Uni- 
verso, il vasto Universo, non 
piu capace a raccliiudere le 
sue idie, i suoi aflfetti, sva- 
nisce a suoi occhi. L'anima 
amante sdegna essere ristretta, 
niente puo retinerla. Essa si 
dancia fvAyri del crcato, e si 
crea nelP infinitOy un vwndo, 
tutto per essa, diverso assai di 
questo oscuro e pauroso ha- 
ratro, assorta di continuo in 
un estasi dolcissima, e vera- 
mente beata. Tutto cio che 
non ha rapporta all' oggetto 
di sua tenerezza, tutto cio 
che non 6 quell' oggetto 
adorato, comparisce un pic- 



sublimes and raises one, 
above every other individual 
of the same species ; and all 
energetic, all pure, all divine, 
inspires none but actions 
that are magnanimous, and 
worthy of the followers of 
that sweet and omnipotent 
deity. The lover ! no ! he 
is not confounded with the 
herd of men, he does not 
degrade his soul, but ele- 
vates, drives on, and crowns 
it with light at the smile of 
the divinity. He becomes a 
supereminent being, and as 
such altogether incomprehen- 
sible. The imiverse — the 
vast universe, no longer capa- 
ble of bounding his ideas, 
his aflfections, vanishes from 
before his siglit. The soul 
of him who loves disdains 
restraint — nothing can re- 
strain it. It launches itself out 
of the created, and creates 
in the infinite a world for 
itself, and for itself alone, 
how different from this ob- 
scure and fearful den ! — is in 
the continued enjoyment of 
the sweetest ecstasy, is truly 
happy. All that has no re- 
lation to the object of its 
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colo punto a suoi oecliL Ma 
dove b colui, suscettivole di 
tiile amore ? Dove ? chi ]>os8a 
inspirarlo. Oh amore ! lo 
lion sono clie amore. lo non 
I>osso esistere senza amar. 
La mia anima, il mio corjx), 
tutti i miei pensieri ed affetti, 
tutto cio elie io sono, si 
transforma in un solo senti- 
mento di amure — e questo 
st»ntimento durera in etemo. 
Senza amare, la vita mi div- 
rebbe iiisupportabile,il mondo 
iiu inospito spaventoso e 
desolato deserto, sparso sol- 
tunto di spettri, si tembili 
alia mia vista clie per fug- 
*^^'rli. io mi ^'etterei nella 
misteriosa ma tranquilla ma- 
j^none di morte. All si, io 
preferisco le dolce pene dell 
amore, i continui palpiti che 
lo aceompa^niaiio, il timore 
(li esso insei)arabile, ad una, 
]K'r me stiqdda calina, ed a 
tutti i piaceri che posson 
reeare tutti le altre passioiii 
sodisfatt<j, tutti i bene (si 
seiiza amore puo essere alcun 
bene,) che il mondo apprezza 
e de (juali e avido. 



tenderness — all that is not 
that adored object, appears 
an insignificant point to his 
eyes. But where is he, 
susceptible of such love ? 
Wliere ? Who is capable of 
inspiring it ? Oh love ! I 
am all love. I cannot exist 
\i4thout love! My soul — 
my mortal frame — all my 
thoughts and affections, all 
that which I am, transfigures 
itself into one sole sentiment 
of love, and that sentiment 
will last eternally. Without 
Love, life would become to 
me insupportable — the world 
an inhospitable and desolate 
desert, only haunted by spec- 
tres, so terrible to my sight, 
that to Hv from them, I could 
cast myself into the myste- 
rious but tmntjuil abode of 
death. Ah I yes ! I prefer 
the sweet pains of love, the 
continual throbbing that ac- 
company, the fear insepara- 
ble from it, to a to me stupid 
calm, and to all the pleasures 
that can supply the gratifica- 
tion of all other passions, all 
the ^uoods (if without love 
there can be any good) which 
the world ])nzes and covets. 
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Ma quanto tu sei profa- 
nato, O Amore ! quali oltraggi 
fanno i figli della terra al 
tuo nome divine. Sovente 
agli afiFetti i piu illeciti, alle 
azzioni le piu vituperose, al 
delitto (oh ! attentate ese- 
crando) all' istesso delitto se 
da il nome di amore, si osa 
dire che egli lo ha cagionato. 
Ahi empi ! sacrileghi ! inaudi- 
ta bestemmia! voi che non po- 
tete risenterlo/ non compren- 
dete neppure cio che la parola 
amore significhi. Amore vuol 
di vertii, amore ispira virtu, 
ed 6 la sorgente delle azioni 
le piu magnanime, della vera 
felicitiL Amore e un fuoco, 
che brucciando non distrugge, 
una mista di piacere e di 
pena, una pena che porta 
piacere, un' Essenza eterna, 
spirituale, infinita, pura, celes- 
tiale. Questo si h il vero, 
il solo amore, quel senti- 
mento che soltanto puo re- 
impire intieramente il vuoto 
dell' anima, quel vuoto 
orribile peggior dello morte. 
Ogni altro sentimento da 

^ Meclwin gives this phrase as vol 
non che risaUerlo ; but, as that can- 
not be right, I have substituted what 
Heeius most probable. 



But how art thou pro- 
faned, Love ! what out- 
rages do not tlie cliildren ol" 
the earth commit in thy 
name divine ! Often and 
often to afiFections the most 
illicit, to actions tlie most 
vile and degrading, to crime 
— ah ! execrable iniquity ! 
when even to crime itself 
they give the name of Love, 
and dare to tax it wutli the 
commission of crime ! Alas ! 
unheard-of blasphemy. Im- 
pious and sacrilegious that 
ye are, you not only feel it 
not, but comprehend not even 
what the word Love signi- 
fies. Love has no wisli but 
for virtue — Love inspires 
virtue — Love is the source 
of actions the most magnani- 
mous, of true felicity — Love 
is a fire that burns and de- 
stroys not, a mixtui^e of 
pleasure and of pain, a pain 
that brings pleasure, an 
essence eternal, spiritual, in- 
finite, pure, celestial. This 
is the true, the only Love, — 
that sentiment wliich can 
alone entirely fill up tlie 
void of the soul — that lioni- 
ble void, woree than death. 
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questo dissimile, ([uesto men 
piiro, non nierita il sacro 
Dome di amore, e gli cmpi 
clie lo profanano, e lo deni- 
gnino, sarauno puniti da 
<liu»sto iH)tentissiiuo nunie, et 
nieriteranno Teterna i>enli- 
zione. Ove Taniina die 6 
sensibile, clie cerca amore, 
si trova una volta nell' 
abyssc) ilella desolazione, e 
ove il ciiore sia deserto di 
questo dolce fuoco, o trovi 
infidele Toggetto di sua 
tenerezza, quest* aninia nii- 
senibile cerclii, (almeno io 
gli il consiglio) eerchi almeno, 
il suo refugio nella toniba, e 
si pascoli (li esso, come dell' 
ultima con.solazione ! 



Ever}' other sentiment dis- 
similar from this, than this 
less pure, deserves not the 
sacred name of Love; and 
they who impiously profane 
and defile it, shall be pun- 
ished by that most mighty 
of Divinities, and shall merit 
eternal perdition. Where the 
soul that is feelingly alive 
seeks for love, and finds 
itself in the abyss of deso- 
lation, and where the heart 
is divested of this sweet fire, 
or finds faithless the object 
of its tenderness, — that 
miserable soul, let it seek 
(at least I so counsel it), let 
it seek, I say, its refuge in 
the tomb, and feed uj)on it 
as its last consolation. 



Tliis admirable piece of eloiiucnce was perhaps the source 
of the ins]>iration of i\n} Epi psych id ion} a poem that combines 
the pathos of the Vita Xouvd of Dante with the enthusiivstic 
ti'iulcriiess of IVtrarcli. The Epi psych idion, is the ajx)theo- 
sis of love — Kinilia a mere creature of his imagination, in 
whom lie idealized I^)ve in all its intensity of passion. His 
feeling towards tlie Pscliye liurself, was, as may be seen by 
Letter LX. of his correspondence, a i)urely Platonic one. He 
calls the Epipsychidion a myster}^ and says "as to real tiesh 
and blood, you know that I do not deal in those articles 



' Tlu' (HiuUition nil tlie titlo-page of the j'jt<sivge itulici/A'<l at p. 4*2'). 
^'i'>p*lfchidlon is. it will liv <)l>Hfivt»<l, 
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Expect nothing liuman or earthly from me," &c. His love 
for Emilia, if sucli it can in the general acceptation of tlie 
term be called, was of the kind described in the Symposium 
by Socrates .... Shelley thought that to pass from one state 
of existence to another, was not death, but a new develop- 
ment of life ; that we must love as we live, through all 
eternity ; and that they who have not this persuasion, know 
nothing of life, nothing of love ; that they who do not make 
the universe a fountain whence they may literally draw new 
life and love, know nothing of one or the other, and are 
not fated to know anything of it. The words are not liis, 
but they shadow out what I heard him better express. 

This poem, or rhapsody, incomprehensible to the general 
class of readers, from a defect in the common organ of 
perception for the ideas of which it treats, fell dead from 
the press. 1 believe that not a copy of it was sold, not 
a single review noticed it — one of the many proofs that 
the public ear is deaf to the finest accords of the lyre. 

But Emilia's term of bondage was about to expire ; she 
was affianced to a man whom she had never seen, and who 
was incapable of appreciating her talents or her >'irtues. 
She was about to be removed from the scenes of her youtli, 
the place of her birth, her father on whom she doted, and 
to be buried in the Mahremma. The day of her wedding 
was fixed, but a sliort respite took place for a reason 
mentioned in a letter of Shelley to Mrs. Shelley (from 
Ravenna), where he says, " Have you heard anything of 
my poor Emilia ? from whom I got a letter the day of my 
departure, saying that lier marriage was deferred on account 
of the illness of her fqyoso !" and in another letter lu» 
expresses what, in the fragment of Gimvra, too well 
typified the fate of that unfortunate lady, the poor sacriHood 
Emilia, — bis fears as to what she was destined to sutt'er. 
The sacrifice was at length completed, and she was soon 
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as much forgiHten as if she had never existed — though 
not hv Shellev. 

I ani oiwMed to detail the consequences of this ill-starred 

union, to finish lier hiojj^aphy. Some years after, P . . . 

mjulc his apiH>;iraniV at the capital of Tuscany, wliere I 
then was. ... He did not for<»et our old acquaintanceship 
at Shelley's, and haunttnl me like an un<|uiet spirit One 
dav, when at mv house, he said mvsteriouslv, — "I will 
introduce vou to an old friend — come witli me." Tlie 
c<^ichman was onlereil to drive to a part of the city with 
wliich I M'as a stronger, and drew up at a country house in 
tlio suburl^s, Tlie villa, which had once boasted considerable 
pretensions, was in great disrepair. Tlie court leading to 
it, overgrown with weeils, proved that it had been for some 
yoars untenanted. An old woman led us tlirough a number 
t»f long jtassiigt»s and roiMiis, many of the windows in wliicli 
WiTo bn»ken, an»l let in the cold blasts from *■ the wind- 
swept AptMinine ;** ami oiH»ning at length a <kx)r, ushertnl 
us into a t'lianiluT, wheu^ a small KhI and a couple of 
ohaii-s tormed llie wliole furniture. The couch was coveriHi 
with white g-auze ourlaius, to exclude the gnats; l)ehind 
them was Iving a female form. She innnediatelv recA><niized 
me — was probably prepannl for my visit — and extended 
her thin liand to me in gri^eting. So changed that reeuml>ent 
tigiire, that I could scarcely recognize a tnice of the once 
]»caiitiful Kmilia, Sludley's evil augury had l>een fultilleil, 
slie had found in her marriage all that he had pivdicted ; 
for si.\ vears slio KmI a life of ]>uiyatorv, and had at lenirth 
broken tlie chain, witli tlu' consent of her father; who had 
lent Ikt this long disused and dilapidated Cat/ijHnfftr. 1 
niiglit till many a i>age by speaking of the tears she shed 
over the memory of Shelley, — but enough — she did not long 
enjoy her freedom. Shortly after this interview, she was 
(*ontined to her bed ; the set^is of mahiria, which had l>een 
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sown in the Maliremma, combined with that all-irremediable 
malady, broken-heartedness, brought on a rapid consumption. 

And BO she pined, and so she died forlorn. 

The old woman, who had been her nurse, made me a 
long narration of her last moments, as she wept bitterly. 
I wept too, when I thought of Shelley's Pcyche, and liis 
Epipsychidion, 



In giving the foregoing narrative, I have of course 
followed the original text as a rule, only correcting a few 
obvious printer's or writer's blunders. For example, Emilia 
figures in the original Life as having features of " an 
almost German contour," whereas the context clearly shews 
that almost Grecian was intended. That would doubtless 
be a printer's error; but I suspect Medwin is responsible 
for translating slancia into lances instead of launches (page 
425). Such mistakes as these, one is bound to correct, 
especially wlien, as in the present case, the book abounds 
with blunders of all kinds. The Italian composition of 
Emilia is frightfully mangled, mainly, I suspect, by tlie 
printer ; and I have done my best to set that to rights. 
I am told that the word bestemmia, which occurs at page 
427, is a far less presentable word tJian its dictionary 
equivalent, blasphemy, and not a word that an Italian lady 
of refinement would generally choose to use. If tliat be 
so, we must put it down to the low company referred to 
at page 424. 

H. B. F. 
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IV. 

Mrs. Shelley's Account of Emilu Vivianl^ 

[Pisa] 29th December, 1820. 

Well, good-niglit ; tomorrow I will finish my letter and 
talk to you about our unfortunate young friend, Emilia 
\ ivmni. 

It is grievous to see this beautiful girl wearing out the 
best years of her life in an odious convent where both 
mind and body are sick from want of the appropriate exercise 
for eacli. I think she has great talent, if not genius — or if 
not an internal fountain how could she have acquired the 
mastery she has of her own language, which she writes so 
beimtifully, or those ideas which lift her so far above the 
rest of tlie Italians. She has not studied mucli, and now 
ho])t'los8 from a five vears' confinement, evervthinir disgusts 
lier, and slie looks witli hatred and distaste even on the 
alleviations of her situation. Her only hope is in a marriage 
which her parents tell her is concluded, although she has 



* Tliis extmot is from a long and 
very inU're^ting letter ; l»ut thei-ew no 
more in it alxmt Emilia Viviani than 
wiw given in I^igh Hunt's CVrrfjr/wn- 
dtnre (Vol. I, p. !♦)<•). As the extract 
aj)i>earH there, it oj)i'n8 with the i^as- 
sage "He [Shelley J hiis written a long 
jH)em [The Epipffyrhid'um], which no 
one has ever re^Kl. and like the illus- 
trious Sotherby, gives the law to a few 
distiuguishe<l lilues of Pisa." The 
jiardonahle mis-si>elling of Sotheby's 
name is Mrs. Shelley's, as 1 tind 
from the original letter, j»ljuvd at my 
disj)os4il by Mr. Tt»wnshen«l M:iyer ; 
but I am ghul to l>e enabled, from the 
8ame source, to remove the imputiition 
laid \x\*o\\ Sirs. Shelley by Thornton 
Hunt, of comj)aring her husband to 
S<»theby. The passage imme<liately 



preceding the word he relates to one 
Kosiui, the '* ringleader " of a " gang " 
who hatl attempted to *' put down '* 
the Impnnisatore Sgricci at the 
Pisa Theatre. A great j>ortion of the 
letter is descriptive of Sgrieci's doings; 
and this assailant, Ktisini. \» charac- 
terized as " a speaker of folly in a 
city of fools, — one chi mai paHa bene 
di chichissia — o di tfuel chf rirono, 
del morti." Immetiiately after this 
quotiition comes the {>iu^ige " He has 
written " &c. ; there is no allusion to 
Shelley anywhere near it ; and it is 
alieolutely clear and certain that " he" 
was not Shelley, as intiicated in the 
Corrfit}X)ndenr€^ but Rosini, — the long 
unread pt>em not the Epipnychidion, 
but something tliat is probably still 
unread. 
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never seen the person intended for her. Nor do I think 
the change of situation will be much for the better, for he 
is a younger brother, and will live in the house with liis 
mother, whom [sic] they say is molta secarUe. Yet she may 
then have the free use of her limbs ; she may then be able 
to walk out among the fields, vineyards, and woods of her 
country, and see the mountains and the sky, and not be 
as now, a dozen steps to the right, and then back to tlie 
left another dozen, which is the longest walk her convent 
garden affords, and that, you may be sure, she is very 
seldom tempted to take. 

« * « « « 

Adieu my dear Hunt 

Most affectionately yours 

Marina 
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V. 

# 

On ckrtaix words used by Shelley in the Poems printed 
in the present volume. 

It will Ikj convenient to follow the plan, adopted in Vol 
I, of adding a few notes on Mords used by Shelley, either 
remarkably or variably, liesides some few wonls not dealt 
with in the Api)endix to VoL I, I have noted, in preparing 
the present volume, whatever has seemed to me to bear 
n])on what was Siiid in the previous one, in regard to any 
particular wonl. 

Iksart — Desert. — The evidence of the present volume does 
not seriously aflect the suggestion made in the appendix 
to \o\. I, that Shelley's object was to distinguish desarty 
noun, from desert, adjective. Had demrt been used as an 
adjiHlivi' in his own Livorno edition of Tlie Cenri, it woidd 
liavc si'fiiuMl unlikolv that he had any such idea of 
distinction ; but it is not. In Prometheus Unhtrund, the 
noun is usually s])clt desurt ; and tliere are cases of the 
adjective hcin^ s]»clt desert, as in desert liearts. Act II, 
Scene IV, line .">.'►. In Act IV, Scene I, line 7r>, we have 
disiirt ihtir, wliich would be a<:ainst mv tlieorv if it were 
ccrtainlv and delil>eratclv Sludlev's ; and in Act II, Scene 
I, line \'l, we have desrrt, noun. But the poem is full of 
errors, as Shelley himself declared ; and I should be disposed 
to set these inconsistencies down to Peacock and the 
printer, — the printer primarily, as committing them, and 
Peacock secondarily as failing to notice them. The expres- 
sion desart roeJcs in the eighth stanza of the Ode to Liberty 
is, I presume, c<iuivalent to roeks of the desart ; so that, 
assuming it to be Shelley's own sj)elling, it is still not the 
adjective sjH'lt with an a. In (Etfijnis Tyrannw^ we have 
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the noun dcsart (Act II, Scene II, line 128) ; but I have 
not noted the adjective. 

^therial — Ethereal. — The word jEtJierial occurs in Pro- 
vutheiLs Unbound, Act IV, Scene I, lines 223 and 530, and 
(ether in Act II, Scene IV, line 96. In Act I, line 275, 
we get etiiereal; but it will be remembered that tliat 
orthogitiphy occurs only in Rosalind and Helen of the 
poems printed in Vol. I, and that there are strong reasons 
for thinking tliat Peacock saw that, as well as Promethe^iSy 
through the press. I have not noted tlie word in The 
Cenci ; but ethereally occurs again in Epipsychidion, another 
poem not revised by Shelley. I am now so far convinced 
that Slielley's choice rested on the orthography wtheriai 
that I have changed the spelling accordingly in Epipsychidion 
(line 77) and should have done so in the case cited in 
Prometheus Unhouml ; but it escaped me by accident. I 
should also tliink it well to change the spelling in Rosalind 
and Helen, wliere I doubt its being Shelley*s. 

Aerial — Aerial. — Both forms occur pretty frequently, as 
will be seen by the changes specified in the foot-notes. 
Jly intention has been to give aerial invariably in the 
text, because I know from manuscript sources that SlieUey 
used that ortliography, and because it has a practical 
vahie to commend it to him or any one else. 

Crystalline. — ^This favourite word was used with two dis- 
tinct pronunciations, according to the necessities of scansion. 
It is usually to be pronounced crystdLllim, immistakably, 
as in Prometheus Unhoxcndy Act III, Scene III, line 159, — 
in tlie Ode to the West Wind, Stanza III, line 3, — and in 
numerous other instances which will occur to any one 
familiar witli Shelley's poetry. But in Act IV, Scene l\, 
of Promet'lirus Unbound, line 433, 

And cn'stalline, till it becomes a wingM mist, 

tlie word is obviouslv to ]>e accented on the first syllable, 

F F 2 
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— tlie line being utterly unrliythniic otherwise. The same 
pronunciation is necessary in line 118 of A Visum of the 
Sea,— 

Uiiiiii|)edeily keen, golden, and crystalline, 

wlierc Slielley*s usual accentuation of the word would be 
imj)ossible. It is curious to note tliat, occasionally an h 
is introduced into this word, and also into crystal, thus, 
chri/Htal : I do not doubt that this h^mcs was Shelley's 
own, and arose from a momentarj' confusion of derivations, 
— the root in his mind being that of another favourite w^ord 
of his, chrysolite. Instances of this mis-spelling have been 
reconled in tlie foot-notes, as at page 249 of this volume. 

Cope, — In A Vision of tlu Sea, Shelley uses the word 
cope in what seems to me indubitably its old sense of 
stroke {coup), when he speaks of the billows inconstantly 
shining in ** tlie cope of the lightning** (line 24, page 282) ; 
but, though there is no difficulty about finding dictionary 
authoritv for this sense of the word, I have not succeeded 
in iJLjlitiiig on tlie writer in whose works Slielley found 
it and took a fancv to it. Tlie cojnuite verb occurs in 
SliakesjK?are ; but not, as far I know, the noun in tliat 
sense. Milton uses cope, as e(|uivalent to lorcrimj or vault in f/, 
as in the t^tarnj rope, but not in the sense of afrokr ; nor 
can 1 iind it in Chaucer or Spenser, though it may be 
there. I cannot imagine that Shelley adoi)ted it merely on 
findinjj; it accidentallv in a dictionarv ; and some one 
dee]>ly learned in tlie works of our elder ^^Titers would 
proba]>ly be able to say at a moment's notice wliere the 
word is to be found in tlie sense in ([uestion. 

Gridintj. — In J\vi/uiJuus Uidnnnul^ Act III, Scene I, 
line 48, we get another old word, but this time one whose 
introduction into Shellev's vocabularv is bv no means diffi- 
cult to account for. "The thunder of the fierv wheels 
griding the winds" is just such an expression as might 
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occur in Milton or in Spenser, both of whom use the word 
ffHde as an equivalent for to cut or pierce tlirough. In 
Paradise Lost, for instance, we have (Book VI, line 329) 

The griding sword with discontinuous wound, 

and there is no need to seek further. It is regretworthy 

that tliis expressive word should have passed so nearly out 

of sight ; but there is one living poet who, in addressing 

Shelley, has preserved the tradition of this word which 

Shelley reintroduced : in Sarddlo, Mr. Browning says to 

his great predecessor. 

The thunder-phrase of the Athenian, grown 

Up out of memories of Marathon, 

Woidd echo like his own swonVs griding screech 

Bniying a Persian shield, — the silver speech 

Of Sidney's self, the starry jialadin. 

Turn intense as a trumpet sounding in 

The knights to tilt — wert thou to hear ! 

Tliwart. — The adjective thwart, a very unusual one, 
occurs in Frameth^us Unhound, Act II, Scene II, line 90, 

And thwart Silenus find Ids goats undrawn, 

and Professor Baynes {Edinburgh Revieio, April, 1871) is 
probably right in classing it among words adopted from 
Shakespeare : he says, — " Now, although the adjective thicart 
occurs in Spenser and Milton in the literal sense of trans- 
verse, we believe its figurative use to express wliat is 
morally pen^erse, a cross-grained crooked temper, is, 
amongst the Elizabethan writers, peculiar to Shakes] )ea re. 
It is indeed used in the same sense by Gavan Douglas 
and older Scotch wTiters, a sense exactly equivalent to 
tlie Scotch word thrawn ; but Shelley imdoubtedly derived 
the wonl from Shakespeare." 

Continents. — In Epii)sychidion (lines 399 and 400, page 
382) we have the expression 

Like lightning with invisible violence 
Piercing its continents, 
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ill wliirh tlu; wnnl roHtinrnls is employed in a veTV qhushaI 
iiiaiiiMT. " I>r. Johfiflon/' savs I'rofeasor BAni«2$, "in 
iiotiriii;^ tlii* iiiiiiHUiil iii«'aning of the word comiimemt as that 
which holil<4 or conUiiiis, nu^^'ests tliat the word in this 
HciiHi* is {HMiiIiar to Sliiik('S{ieare, and although this is not 
tli<^ riXH4% Shak«*^]X'an* ofu^ii w) uses it, and it most have 
Imm'ii fniiii liiiii tliat Sh»*Il»'V (U'rived it." 

Forliul. — Another wonl wliich I*njf»?ssor Bavnes verv 
iviiHoiiably uH.signA to the inihience of Shakespeare is forbid, 
as uh4m| ill The Sensitive riant, Part III, 

Till* SeiiNitivv Plant like one forl»i«l 

when* th<* wonl would have no meaning if we attempted 
to attach the usual Honse to it. It comes in ''after a 
tlcH('ii))tion (»f th<; ]»oi.s(»iiou8 bliglit and killing vapours 
that had Ma.st<»<l tlic ln»auty of the ganlen"; and Professor 
rmyiicM is (louhth'sa riglit when he says, — " The plirase, 
• like mic rnrl»i«l/ licre means, like one i>raye<l apiinst, 
jurm ^^'i\, like one uiuler a nialedi(ti(»n, tlie \yurd forbif I in 
llii-* srii'.r hriii;^' tleijved tVoHi ShakesiK-'aFc's use of it iu 

firijl'. This (Jeniiaii word occurs iu Thr »SV/<.s/7ut PIttnt, 
I'jiit 111. line 11:;; ami I suspect it was arhitnirily intro- 
(liirnl into Shelley's vocalMilaiy direct from tlie German 
<luiin'_; his slinlics of that lan^niaixe. It is possible that it 
e\i>(-i. without m\ beiu;^^ aware of it, in some of our earlier 
writers; hut I have been unable to disctner it. The 
nearest appruacli to f^rijF (^^rasji, touch, grip) which 1 have 
cnnii* upon is the curious expression !/''iff-f/i'f'jf] which 
liailev ;;ive-< as an obsolete ejpiivalent for //// Juntk or hij 
t rtKtk. 

H. 1?. F. 

i;m> I'l- Vol.. II. 



CORRECTIONS FOR VOL. II. 

Page 23, Foot-note. —Supply full-stop at end. 

Page 155, Foot-note, line 5 of left-hand column. — For toere read Wert. 

Page 160, line 275. — For ethereal read aiherial; and supply foot-note, "In 
Shelley's edition ethereal^ 

Page 163, line 324.— For cintured read cinctured. 

Page 172, line 528. — For cites read cititi. 

Page 174, line 576.— For *TUl read TiU; and supply foot-note, "In Shelley's 
edition TO/." 

Page 212, line 25. — For Egean read jSgean; and supply foot-note, "In 
Shelley's edition Egean.*' 

Page 212, Foot-note. — Dele in in last line. 



ADDITIONAL CORRECTIONS FOR VOL. I 
Page XXX, line 13. — For expretsdy read expre$dy. 
Page 7, Foot-note 3, line 2. — Insert comma after calied. 
Page 169, Foot note.— Supply full-stop at end. 
Page 208, Foot-note 2, last line. — For iujurioui read injurious 
Page 249, Foot-note 2, line 4 of right-hand column. — For hat read at. 
Pago 299, Foot-note 2, line 11 from bottom. — Dele comma after reclincil. 



